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A Gentleman’s Cologne 4 oz. 5.00, 8 oz. 8.00, Spray Cologne 5.00, After Shave Lotion 4 oz. 3.50, 8 oz. 6.00. 


© 1969 Chanel, Inc., 1 West 57th Street, New York 


o¢%e 


Grand Marnier PENTHOUSE 


2 ounces Grand Marnier 


The Spirit of 


Grand Marnier 


comes alive 
with every sip. .™ 
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Great American shirts by 
Campus. Worn by. theméale 
human during the spring 
mating season to aturadt 
his prey ~ 

Distinguishing character- 
istics: Wide*flared collars; full; 
puffy sleeves; long eu 
belted oa? 


Origins Stores ‘througho® 

North America, includmg \ 

», Canada. 

oy Campus is America’s biggest 
Selling sportswear. Campus 


1G Sweater & Sportswear C 
weccvele and, Ohio 44115 
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If you missed any of our earlier issues and wish 
to bring your Penthouse collection up to date, 
you can order the magazines you need while the 
supply lasts. 


Simply use this coupon to indicate the specific 
issues you want, and enclose $1.00 per copy in 
check or money order, to cover the cost of mag- 
azines, handling and postage. 


NOTE: ALL ISSUES ARE AVAILABLE 
FROM NOVEMBER 1969 ON, EXCEPT 
FOR APRIL AND MAY 1970, $1 each* 


“(December 1970, with calendar, is $1.50) 


Send this coupon to: Dept. MAA, Penthouse 
Magazine, 1560 Broadway, New York, N.Y. 10036 


No. of Month Year 
Copies of Issue 
Name 
Address 
City 
State Zip Code 


Enclosed is 0 check O money order 


in the amount of $ 
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HOUSECALL 


FEATHER 
Photo by Les McCann 


CHARTHAM 
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BUTLER 


(Above middle) BROWN 


CORSON & PANEL 


Battle is joined in Penthouse this month as 
soldiers assail soldiers and sexologist attacks 
sexologist. The military mélée takes the form of 
a Penthouse symposium, chaired by contribut- 
ing editor William R. Corson (former Marine 
lieutenant-colonel), in which the military 
establishment comes under heavy fire from an 
eloquent array of officers. They comprise former 
Lieutenant-Colonels William C. Holmberg, 
Charles C. Cooke, Edward L. King jr., and 
Captains William F. Lochridge IV and Alex F. 
Roland. The strife between sexologists occurs 
as veteran British sex educationist Robert 
Chartham, author of Sex Manners for Men, 
demolishes Dr Reuben’s bestselling Everything 
you always wanted to know about sex. Accord- 
ing to Chartham’s point-by-point exposure, 
Reuben errs on numerous matters of fact and 
seems to betray a special prejudice against 
homosexuals. Chartham, 60, is a onetime 
English professor who has specialized in coun- 
selling on sex problems for the last 20 years. 
Still on a theme of turbulence we come to Vice- 
President Agnew, a controversial figure whom 
Penthouse fable-spinner Rory Harrity takes as a 
pivotal character in a new flight of humorous 
fancy called “The Terrible Revenge of Dr 
Humanstein’. Harrity, onetime Harvard Lam- 
poon-er now residing in London, has lately 
been dabbling in a supplementary career, 
modelling for fashion and advertising photo- 


HARRITY 
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Oe adil 


graphy. A fellow humorist in a different medium 
is Redd Foxx, the connoisseurs comic, who is 
the subject of this month’s Penthouse Interview. 
Conducting the questioning is Leonard Feather, 
best known as a jazz critic and syndicated 
weekly columnist in 200 newspapers around 
the world. Despite his absorption in all aspects 
of jazz (he gave Sarah Vaughan her break on 
records, and has played blues piano at Carnegie 
Hall for Dinah Washington), London-born 
Feather also takes a professional interest in 
humor and in civil rights, writing widely about 
both. His interview encounter with Foxx enables 
him to combine both these interests. An aston- 
ishing footnote to modern history is contributed 
by Raymond Lamont Brown in a study of the 
eunuchs of the Imperial Court of China, a few of 
whom probably still survive today. An oriental 
specialist, Lamont Brown, at 30, is the author 
of three books and is engaged in the study of 
Japanese phallic worship and erotic gods for a 
fourth. Two special mentions of regular con- 
tributors: Robert Somma, 26-year-old editor 
of Fusion, writes his first Sounds notes; and 
Ron Butler, Penthouse fashion editor, sends us 
a candid shot of himself looking far removed 
from a fashion plate—but then the picture was 
taken on a five-day pack trip through the 
Superstition mountains of Arizona, just one 
aspect of what goes into location shots for 


fashion photography. Qty 
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BIG YANK FLARES FORTIFIED WITH FORTREL 
- 


Big Yank makes pants you can really relate to. Great mixers in sizzling 
stripes and patterns, plus zap colors and textures to put together your 


way. All in a super blend of 50% Celanese Fortrel® polyester/50% cotton. 


Whoever you are, whatever you’re into, add a little sizzle with Big Yank. 
JU 6-0500 
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FORTREL® IS A TRADEMARK OF FIBER INDUSTRIES, INC. CELANESE®. 


Big Yank Corp., 1345 Ave. of the Americas, N.Y., N.Y. 10019 
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The man who 
wears Pub 
is half way there 


PENTHOUSE 


FORUM 


in which editors and readers discuss topics arising out of Penthouse, its contents, its aspirations, and its areas of interest. 

Letters for publication should carry name and address (in capitals please,), though these may be withheld by the Editor on 

request. Send to Penthouse Forum, Penthouse International Ltd... 1560 Broadway. New York, N.Y. Views published 
are not necessarily endorsed editorially. 


Left, right or capitalism ? 

It is time the American people quit fooling 
themselves. There are only two sides, two 
ideologies, propagated today: fascism and 
socialism. (For those of you who scream, ‘But 
what about democracy?” let me remind you 
that a true democracy is nothing but full soc- 
ialism.) Generally, the right tends toward 
fascism, and the left toward socialism. Gen- 
erally, people prefer the benevolent left, 
because they speak a little softer. 

There is only one basic difference between 
fascism and socialism—who owns the means 
of production. Under fascism, private people 
own businesses but the government controls 
every aspect of every business. Under socialism, 
the government owns, operates, and distributes 
all production. Both forms of government hold 
the life of every citizen in its hands. Police 
power is the factor which holds both systems 
together, used at the whim of the head of the 
government or any other official who ‘‘feels’’ 
the need or desire to exert a little force. Natural 
rights do not exist under either system; the 
only rights are those the government sees fit to 
hand out, first to one group, then another, but 
always at the expense of some other group. In 
each case the state is supreme. 

The only question to ask today is “Who will 


| every American sell out to?” They are offered 


only two choices, and only their decision 
remains unchosen. Somewhere, a long time 
ago, another form of life was previewed in this 
country—capitalism. Why has it been lost? 
Because politicians are a strong and persistent 
people, not ready to take second place to 
individual citizens in importance. They could 
not destroy the benefits and the justice of the 
capitalistic system, so they took to undermining 
it in the only way they could—ideologically. 
They have all but won today. Their propaganda 
has converted all but a few, but a tough few at 
that. 

This much-hated, much-preached-against 
system of capitalism is dying because one by 
one people have decided to let the other guy 
(the politicians) fight for their freedom. 
Capitalism did not fail the people: the people 
failed to protect the ideals and realities of 
capitalism. There is a certain amount of poetic 
justice in this. The people deserve what they 
are getting. Ten or 20 years from now, millions 
will be clamoring to justify their ignorance— 
“but | didn't mean it to be this bad.” —Kath/een 
McCaslin, Terrace View, Blacksburg, Va. 24060. 


Problems and solutions 

| hate to go through the old spiel, but it seems 
as if it is a tradition, so | must. | have just 
recently become a fan of your magazine andi | 
must admit that it should give old Brand X some 
healthy competition. Now to the point of my 
letter, which is your December editorial on 
Problems and Solutions. Having had a very 
liberal upbringing | decided to pursue my 
inbred liberalism by majoring in political- 
sociology. | prided myself on my ability to 


digest almost any social behavior theory. | even 
believe that there is no such thing as a “bad” 
Communist. 

Then | read your editorial, and it gave me an 
insight on the crises of the, world, which all my 
professors have yet to do. | must congratulate 
you. | am against all of the social hang-ups, 
such as restriction of abortions, that plague our 
society, and your editorial will provide me with 
one more weapon to combat them. Because, 
as you stated, one cannot remedy an injustice 


‘if one cannot distinguish the problem from the 


solution. Maybe it is time that our legislature 
came to realize this fact—/Michael J. Watson, 
Andy Holt Ave., Univ. of Tennessee, Knoxville, 
Tennessee 37916. 


That's an order 

It's as simple as this: Do a pictorial on Ann- 
Margret.—Reid Trummel, University of Oregon, 
Eugene, Oregon 97403. 


Two Women 
My lover and | both buy your magazine as 
soon as it hits the stands but | must say we are 
both disappointed with your made-up, long- 
haired models. In particular your December 
issue had an article entitled 7wo Women with 
photographs by James Baes. Hopefully | 
turned to it, looked through the pages and 
promptly lost my lunch. What could have been 
an article of beauty and insight turned into 
more ‘‘cheesecake for the boys’, instead of 
presenting the picture of the majority of female 
relationships -—the “‘butch’’-"‘fem” dichotomy. 
| am very much a woman, physically and 
mentally, and Bobbi, my lover of three years, is 
a beautiful black-haired, blue-eyed butch who 
never wears feminine things, because for her 
that would be ‘‘queer’’, so to speak. | often 
wonder if other Lesbian relationships have 
problems such as ‘who does what to whom 
and when”, and difficulties must arise due to 
over-use of hair spray ar eyelash adhesive by 
one partner. 

Sirs, these pictures are a step, small to be 
sure, in the right direction, but why sell out as 
you did? If you are the magazine you claim to 
be, then show what it’s rea//y like. Love is a 
beautiful emotion and don’t you feel the truth is 
beautiful also? The two women models were 
lovely, to be sure, and if they wanted to play 
“doctor” under the sheets for a few days in 
Venice—why that’s lovely too! We don’t play 
under the sheets (well, sometimes we do!) but 
walk proudly together out in the open. Strange 
as it may seem we are accepted as a ‘‘middle- 
class family’ (| have four children from a pre- 
vious marriage | endured until | had the children) 
by the neighbors, associates in my college, and 
in Bobbi’s work 

Please, gentlemen, if you attempt to show a 
relationship in depth—please show it with 
honesty.—W.T. (name and address withheld), 
/ndependence, Oregon 97351. 


Although I’ve never bought your magazine 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 12 
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Jump Suits Ltd. stands for everything Peter Max. 


We're always looking for 
new waysto bring you new young 
ideas, and new concepts in jump- 
suits. So meet the Ranger and the 
Peter Max line. Our way of bring- 
ing you what's really happening 
in fashion. 

Like the Peter Max line. 
We have it exclusively. And we 
gave Peter carte blanche to go 
ahead and do the spaciest designs 

he could think of. As you can 


see, he didn’t exactly hold back. 
The Ranger’s new, too. 
We used stretch denim to give it 
a rugged look. The precise fit and 
long point collar boldly bring out 
natural shape and masculinity. 
The Ranger and the Peter 
Max line are exclusive from Jump 
Suits Ltd. And we're proud of 
them. Because they represent our 
fashion leadership through new 


approaches to jumpsuit styling. & 


In that respect, Jump Suits Ltd. 
and Peter Max both stand for the 
same thing. 

Jump Suits Ltd., only at 
finer stores everywhere. 

For the store nearest 
you write: 

Jump Suits Ltd. of Dallas, 
5526 East Mockingbird Lane, 
Dallas, Texas 75206. 


DESIGNER UNIQUE 


JUMP SUITS irs«DALLAS 


AB Sere YOUR FIRST SELECTION 
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GOOD MORNING ; 
JACKSON-KENT BLUES 
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New members of Capitol Record Club 
can take this superb Longines Symphonette® 


You can actually own this superb Mark Il Stereo Phonograph 
for just $19.98! Engineered by the famed Longines Symphonette, 
this stereo phonograph features complete solid-state design... 
two full-range modular speakers...separate stereo controls... 
diamond stylus...ceramic cartridge...wood-grain paneled 
enclosures...plus a host of other features you'd expect only 
in a stereo costing up to $80! Yet it is yours for just $19.98 with 
new membership in Capitol Record Club. (Optional stereo 
headphones for private listening—just $4.98 additional.) 


You receive FREE each month the Club’s full-size, full-color 
magazine, KEYNOTES. Each issue takes you inside the exciting 
world of records and recording stars, in addition to offering liter- 
ally hundreds of top albums. If you want only the regular selec- 
tion of your musical division as shown in KEYNOTES, you need 
do nothing—it will be shipped automatically. Or you may order 
any other records offered...or take no record at all...just by 
returning the convenient selection notice by the date specified. 


STEREO PHONO 


Choose from over 400 records a month from all the top labels 


and stars. Enjoy albums by headliners like Tom Jones... The 
Lettermen...Engelbert Humperdinck... The Beatles...Merle 
Haggard... Glen Campbell... Johnny Cash...and hundreds 
more! 


Immediate charge privileges! Never pay for Club purchases 
until after you receive and enjoy them. If every album does not 
meet your highest expectations, simply return it for full credit. 
Also take advantage of special Club sales of records and elec- 
tronic equipment at truly bargain prices! 


Receive FREE records! Once you complete trial membership, 
take one record FREE (just 25¢ shipping-handling) for every 
one you buy. That’s nearly a 50% discount for the rest of your 
life! Don’t delay! Enjoy all these Club benefits...plus your own 
Mark {I Stereo Phonograph for just $19.98! (Special optional 
bonus—Stereo Headphones for private listening—just $4.98 
additional!) 


IF ORDER CARD IS MISSING—MAIL THIS COUPON TOD | 


Capitol Record Club — Thousand Oaks, California 91360 


ENJOY THESE 
OUTSTANDING FEATURES 


Please accept meas a member of Capitol Record Club. I've indicated my first record 
purchase for which you will bill me just $4.98 plus small shipping-handling charge. 
Also bill me just $19.98 plus shipping-handling and send my Deluxe Model Mark 
Il Stereo Bnenneranty During the next 12 months | agree to buy just 12 more rec- 
ords at regular Club price of only $4.98 plus Sniping: handling (occasional special 
albums priced slightly higher)...and | may cancel my membership any time there- 
after. If | continue | am to receive one record FREE et 25¢ shipping-handling) 
for every additional selection | accept. All records will be shipped in stereo, also 
guaranteed playable on most mono phonographs. All Orgel suniect to acceptance 
at Club headquarters. 


Send me this 
Selection as my 
first purchase 
(write number here) 


¢ Solid-state circuitry for 
instant-on cool performance 
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| ¢ Two full-range modular speakers 
| ° Diamond stylus; ceramic cartridge 
| 
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[J Check here for optional stereo headphones—just $4.98 additional. 
IMPORTANT: The music | like best is (check one): 

Easy Listening [] Popular Vocalist [] Classical 

(J Movies & Shows [] Country Sound [Jazz [) Now Sound 

(J Mr. 


Mrs, 
(J Miss 


Address 


¢ BSR automatic record changer; 
separate stereo controls 


¢ High-impact protective enclosures 
e Snaps together for easy portability 


City State). = et ip 


APO, FPO addresses, please write for additional information. 


FROM THESE TOP HITS! 
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I. Cash M 


STRAWBERRY WINE 
TIME TO KILL 
THE RUMOR 
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MGM 


THE LONG and 
WINDING ROAD 


ARIZONA CHARMAINE 
LOVE GROWS 


FOLSOM PRISON 
BLUES 


| WALK THE LINE 


THE ‘ 
VIRGINIAN (4 


He 
IT'S UPTO YOU 


HERBIE MANN 


The Great s 
CARAVAN 
TENDERLY - 


*Electronically re-channeled to simulate stereo 


EXPERIENCE 
TENSITY 


DIALOGUES 
Jcarirot| 


Melitornié 
RAINDROPS KEEP 
FALLIN’ ON. - 

MY HEAD 


‘SPINNING 
WHEEL 


TRACES 


IF 1 HAD A HAMMER 
1DIG ROCK AND ROLL MUSIC 
DAY IS DONE 
LEMON TREE 


LEAVING ON A JET PLANE 
BLOWIN’ IN THE WIND 


Engelbert 


SUNFLOWER Humperdinck 


TENNESSEE ERNIE FORD 
HYMNS 
Foal 


Rock of Ages 
Old Rugged Cross @me 
My Task 


CAPITOL | PLANTATI ; i aati PUFF [WARNER BROS, ' CAPITOL 
931-28 


$79.98 Value 


when you agree to buy just one 
record now and as few as 12 
more in the next 12 months. 


SPECIAL 
OPTION ’ 


Just $4.98 additional- 
$9.95 value 


(| 8 ohm impedance 

i) Smooth frequency 

( characteristic 
Softly padded adjustable 

hh earspeakers 

_ Adaptable to any stereo 

iN headphone jack 


before, and don’t condone its exploitation of 
women, | happened to pass the newsstand and 
saw the words “Women in Love” on the cover. 
Being a female homosexual, | couldn't resist 
buying it out of curiosity. 

Well, what | found was a jewel! A truly 
beautiful article on Lesbian love. The lovely 
intimacy of the pictures and the comments by 
the photographer touched me deeply. There 
was no attempt at ridicule or vulgarity, which 
is what | had expected. Thank you.—“One of 
the Legion” (name and address withheld). 


What “exploitation of women” ?—Ed. 


Calendar fan 
Your magazine is progressing very well, and | 
really thought your December issue was great. 
The calendar was a real mind-bender—far more 
interesting than the one put out by Playboy, in 
that the girls look so natural. The little inform- 
ation you put about each girl makes it much 
more enjoyable, too. | was doubtful at first as to 
whether your magazine was as good as Playboy, 
butafter comparing the two you have my vote. 

| really dig photography and | think the 
material you use is very well done. My praise 
goes to James Baes for his feature on 7wo 
Women. | thought that piece had a lot of 
meaning and feeling in it, which is something | 
admire in a photographer's work.—Stephen 
Dunphe, 3d Bn., Fort Leonard Wood, Missouri. 


Pets and Portents 

| started purchasing your magazine about a 
year ago and | haven't missed an issue since. Of 
course, some issues were better than others, but 
all were better than your counterpart here in the 
States. I’ve tried to determine why | enjoy your 
magazine so much and the only reason | have 
come up with is that the beautiful girls. who 
adorn your pages seem to radiate naturalness 
rather than phonyness. 

As most of the girls in your magazine are 
European-born that is probably the reason for 
their beauty and naturalness, as is exemplified 
by the December Pet, Miss Jennifer Furse. 
Being a serviceman, | was stationed in France 


for three years and | met many women through 
my travels around Europe. Never got to England 
unfortunately. Upon returning to the U.S. | 
meet only girls. 

Your calendar foldout is too beautiful to 
describe in words. One question about the most 
attractive of all Pets, Ilse Hasek: what does the 
small ‘‘M" on her left forearm represent ? Hope 
(am not being too nosey, but! am interested. 

Before | close would like to extend my con- 
gratulations to Mr. P. G. Pomeroy Jr., for the 
astrology series. Though | am not a believer, it 
still makes for interesting reading. Good job 
Mr. Pomeroy!—Brad Harris, Danbury Apt., San 
Antonio, Texas 78217. 


Consumer reports 
Please forgive me for | know not what | have 
missed. Having been assigned Stateside for the 
last three years | didn’t even know that Pent- 
house was in existence. But now | am in Viet- 
nam and have had the good fortune to acquire 
the last two issues of your exceptional magazine. 
For the past ten years | have been an avid 
Playboy subscriber—but no more. Hugh had 
better take a good hard look at his competition 
or his DC-9 will wind up in the Air Force 
museum soon.—Sgt. R.P. Roscoe, APO San 
Francisco 96227. 


We, as members of Company H (Rangers), feel 
that your magazine is immensely enjoyable. 
We have carried on discussions about it and 
we feel that you display true femininity, and 
your fiction and non-fictional articles are 
imaginative and realistic in the problems they 
present. 

Your organization has established an apex 
on the men’s magazine market, and we hope it 
continues to maintain its high standards.—/7he 
men of Company H (Rangers), 1st Cavalry 
Div., APO SF 96490. 


Pet partisans 

Stationed with the Army in Thailand, | would 
like to take time out to say congratulations on 
your first anniversary: for a year your magazine 


| 
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“You're right, but! could have sworn they were plastic!” 
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has rated right on top and | Idok forward to 
each new and exciting issue. The girls who have 
graced your pages have all been very beautiful 
but the one who sticks in my mind as my per- 
sonal favorite is Stephanie McLean (April, 
1970). She’s my idea of the girl next door.— 
Sp/4 Frank Noia, HHC USAR Depot (DPD), 
APO SF 96232. 


Plea for beefcake 
| am in agreement with those readers who ask- 
you to devote part of the magazine to female 
readers. The best photographs you have pub- 
lished were all of men, and all in advertise- 
ments, e.g. Sauna Belt, An Men shops and 
Camel. 

| wonder who will be the first to publicize the 
great male body ?—Joan F. (name and address 
withheld) Lemington, N.J. 


Benthouse ?—Ed. 


Pain, pleasure—and policy 

Your magazine first attracted my attention in 
Chicago where | was waiting for a business 
flight. Your fresh and unique approach held me 
as a regular reader up until the last few issues 
when | detected a change in the content of 
Penthouse. It is with regard to this change that 
| write—in form of protest. 

First. the photographs. Penthouse has re- 
cently featured a number of young ladies who 
are well endowed on the upper torso. Un- 
fortunately (and this seems to be a basic law of 
physiology), these same young ladies are over- 
endowed on the lower torso, particularly if 
viewed from behind. In the vernacular, one 
could say that they are hippy and apple-assed. 
Question: What happened to photographs of 
the young lady with pert and saucy derriere, 
posed over an armchair looking back over her 
shoulder, thereby displaying both her facial 
beauty and her other charms ? 

Second, your Forum controversy ‘‘Pain and 
Pleasure’. Originally this section related ex- 
periences where spankings (by hand, hair- 
brush, or paddle) were given or received, the 
procedures used to prepare the subject, the 
circumstances prompting the action, and the 
developments following the experience. Later 
it changed to relating experiences where whip- 
pings (by leather strap, cane, or cat-of-nine- 
tails) were given or received. Now the section 
deals with acts entirely disassociated from 
“oain and pleasure’. Question : Why not restore 
the section to its original concept ? 

If lack of correspondence is the reason, 
forget it! Almost every male and a large number 
of females have at some time been involved in 
“spanking experiences’ which led to more 
“yleasurable intimacies”. Your task is to pro- 
mote correspondence and provide an open 
forum. Perhaps guaranteed anonymity would 
stimulate increased correspondence. 

Third, the magazine’s format. More and more 
Penthouse is beginning to resemble another 
men’s magazine that has a bunny for its trade- 
mark. Question: Why not maintain the style of 
medium-length stories intermixed with pic- 
torial displays ? Factual articles are best left to 
Newsweek and comics to the newspapers. All 
in all, be different!—P.K. (name and address 
withheld) Dallas, Texas. 

Change, like beauty, is sometimes in the eye of 
the beholder. Penthouse policy has not shifted 
though contents cannot remain stationary—Ed. 


Water Power 

Kudos to your excellent magazine and specifi- 
cally the Penthouse Forum. At last the barriers 
to freedom of expression are being opened. In 


CONTINUED ON PAGE 16 


Y anv : € “All my men wear 
English Leailt A ish Leathe y ; nglish Leather, 
Every one a them? ofthemy/ 71 Every ‘them: Every one of them’ 


ENGLISH LEATHER COLOGNE, $3.00 


LIME AFTER SHAVE, $2.50 


“All my men Oo  - 
English Leather. . _ English Leather, . 
Every oneofthem”? _ PRODUCTS OF MEM COMPANY INC., NORTHVALE, NJ. ©1970 (USA aVCelgy-Re) a tarsi 
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“The streets of our country are in 
turmoil. The untveraitien are filled 
jwith students rebelling and rioting 
Communists are seeking to destroy 
jour country, Russia ia threatening 
lux with her might, and the Repub 
Me ie in danger. Yeu danger from 

Jwithin and without. We need law and 
Jorder! Without it our nation cannot 

survive.” Adolph Hitler 1932 
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ERS. 1883 Met Grand 
Opening Nite, 1883 
Traviata & 1907 But- 
st nites, 1903. 
Caruso, 1908 Toscani- 
ni & 1931 Li Pons 
debut nites; all on 
cardstock. Each 12” x 
16”, Set of 6, Only 3.98 
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-MARBORO POSTERS 


Inexpensive—dramatic— Every wall can be improved with a simple application— MAIL COUPON TODAY! 


F R = E ! Hive y . i P76 THE PLAYMATE, a black 
Poster f : f if | ver. x Only 1.9 
with every order. 


P750. CANADI- 
AN CLUB. Black 


P744. PEACE, : 4 : 
PLEASE. Red, ‘ ' ‘ ‘ ARDEN OF EARTHLY DE-| 
green, brown a : ?amed 15th century surreal- 
faces; full color istic tryptych; Full Color on heavy 
photo, 35x23”, x 22! pecial 4.95 
Only 1.98 


P394 NAPOLEON & JOSEPHINE 
Full color, reds predominate. 
21x26". Only 1.98 


We have met the 
enemy, and he is us. 


Caution: cet | rye P285. WHO 
Bescn : i P745, RIGHT ON. Mat agar 

Le Zs 4 azin 
Chea NATIONAL SEX WEEK. | : MM) Blinding dayglo fist poster in red, 
children Tr you gave at the of | Oi : & black sloga white & blue, 

F ice, you need not give x o i 

at ome; red ocr. P740. THE THINKER. 

x 43) 


P4738. EASY RIDER. Huge Full Color Black/ white photo, 
photo. 40” x 29’ Only 1.98 24"x36". Only 1.98 


P692, NEW FRENCH ART POSTERS: Set of Six. Eye-caiching, handsome art posters advertising famous 
European gallery exhibitions, each by a world renowned artist, each superbly punted in gorgeous colors 
on heavy art stock. Each 20” x 28”, Set of Six, ile 5.00 


; ; PS01. CAUTION: KEEP OUT OF 
P502. WE HAVE MET i 
THE ENEMY. Line REACH OF CHILDREN". ‘Mil: p74, PANTHER, Black on blind- 
drawing in black & {#1 Such containers may be \ ing dayglo. 40/4" x 29”. Only 1.98 
Whites 227 gg B/Wsil9" x29". Only I .00 


P701, WE SERVE & PROTECT. Black/ 
white photo. 27” x 211%”. Only 1.00 


P803. ON WOMEN’S LIB. 623. MAN‘S BEST FRIEND. 
Green, brown & lavender. Tug o’ war in Full Color. 
22" x28", Only 1,98 24” x 30", Only 1.98 


KA % 
ihe Ks ReAcheta tats x: 
s 9 P759. HANGMAN’S aie OLD SCLDIERS NEVER DIE. 
P749, ROBERT f é NOOSE. Full Color ilk screened in dayglo colors, 
% REDFORD. é ; P813, TRANSFOR- Lithograph, black 32” x 20” Only 1.98 


Black on yel- , MATION. Red, backgroun 
‘ low-green. 6ft. : white & blue. 22”  23"%x35". 
tallx 18”. P669. FIND YOUR OWN x 28”. Only 1,98 Only 1.98 


Only 1.98 . Full Color: 26”x34”.OnIy 1.98 


The Pause Th 


ON ORANGE SIELD, Fal’ 
, Ful 
P783. HOPPERBIRD. Dennis opney in 
selon A8-Star Fag on, |, PB16, TOMORROW is the Dayglo colors, 43” x 28”. Only 1.98 
Be: “Oniy 3.88 1st day of the rest of your 
88 ow, life. Red, green, blue, 
® purple, 22” x 28”. F ; ; 
Only 1.98 ) P920.SPEED KILLS. 
2 7 Fi Graphic photo. 
31°24". Only 1.00 858. Ben Shahn _ P743. CAUTION: CITIES MAY BE HAZARDOUS. 
P700. THE PAUSE THAT RE- * 30’x45",Only 3,95 Monochrome photo. 31” x 24”. Only. 1.49 


ea Bay 0 MAIL COUPON TODAY! 
See eee eee ee 


marboro Dept. PH-202 
56 West 8 St., New York, N.Y. 10011 


Please send me the items circled below. (Please 
add 75¢ postage and handling on all orders.) 
MINIMUM MAIL ORDER $5.00 


P72. Clergue:, NUDE SCULP- a ” 817. Robert Indiana: THE ‘ \ ‘ “ | COD. 
. Monochrome photo. p74, ISADORA. Monochrome | AMERICAN GAS WORKS, = |t7 Ce j Beers ea eas O) Send 
By x 39", Only 1.98 figure with birds in hazy blue Red, white, black & yellow; 
: & lilac, 3814x2614". Only 1.98 18” x 2234", Onily 3,88 p236,"THE EXPERIENCED Master Charge 
Jimi Hendrix in flaming 751. STARS & STRIPES FOREVER? Red, white Bane ales 
dayglo. 21"x3034”. Only1.98 & blue matchsticks—one afire! 29” x 
Snly ‘1.98 


Diners] Carte | Uni 
Club |Blanche| Card 


& write in your account #.. ' 
P112 P448 687 P750 P772 PBOT 
P1i90 P4489 PGBB«~P751«~P773~—«~PeO2 
rise raze peot 758 P774 P803 
P216 P483  PES2 P7539 P775 PEG 
P236 P501 P6986 P760 P776 PB13 
p238 P502 P700 P76! P777 Ps14 
P244 P533 P701 ~P762 «~P778 PB1S 
P276 P534 P703 P763 P7739 PBIE 


[FREE! National Sex Week poster with every order. 


Ne adying businevs. 


P827. “FATHER FORGIVE THEM P770. HORSE. Hot p65s5. TOO LATE THE HERO. 


P448. ABOLISH CAPITAL PUN- ..’ Full Color behind a haze reds on red. 27” x tull Color on coated stock: P362. VISION. Full P285 P622 P737 P764 P781 P817 

ISHMENT In Full Color on of: smog; on coated stock, 2314" 38". Only 1.98 dark red predominates. color photo repro- | 

coated stock. CAT Le x9270 Only 2.98 30" x 40", Only 1.98 duction on coated P292 P623  P740 P765 P783 P818 
Only1.00 p533, ECCE HOMO. A world in aa Toluene 


agony; black line on white. 


ack umecene need 
duintisieS47e'son ff este pe2a p741 p76s P74 Pa26 
1834" x 2414", Only 1.00 Only 1.98 


| P337 P628 P743° P767 P788 P827 
P344 P637 P744 P768 P795 P8588 

a P362 P655 P745 P769 P7398 P920 
: a P393 P668 P746 P770 P7939 PS63 
P66S P749 P771 PsoO PSs89 


P190. HAVE YOUHAD a 
YOUR PILL, Black on 


P784, IBM. Geometric P691. DAWN. Painted lady on a Los P622. I’D RATHER BE 


City .... 


Dayglos: purple, char- Borrachos MC cycle; Full Color, 42” RED THAN DEAD. The 7 white. 23” x 29”, 
treuse, blue, cerise, x 29". Only 1.98 original Red—and proud P815. JIMI/JANIS. Hendrix P344. PEACE DOVE. Only 1,98 Siete rnsentes dents add 6% cy sales the: OtheriNew vers 
green, on black. 21” x OF it! Full Color; 24” x Joplin in bright colors. Black on white. 18” x ‘Ob. GUARANTEE: If_not satisfied, return order after 10- 
33”. Only 1.98 Only 1.98 22" x 27", Only 1.98 25", Only 1.00 day examination and money will be cheerfully refunded. 
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lovers 


SWANK INC.— Sole Distributor 


PENTHOUSE 


reference to the letter from S.C. of Rutledge 
(September), the great pastime of getting wet 
for fun may someday take its rightful place 
among the more pleasurable fetishes of the 
world. ; 

As you have guessed, | too am a hydrophile. | 
have participated in this sport since | was 13, 
both openly and in private. Currently | am in my 
early 30s and married. My wife approves 
wholeheartedly and always joins in the fun. The 
sight of wet clothes on the female body is 
simply electrifying. We have gone swimming or 
dunked our fully clothed bodies in practically 
every imaginable place. Usually we take ad- 
vantage of the bathtub and shower in our own 
home. 

As | fill the tub with warm water my wife 
begins to dress. She always wears her most 
alluring cocktail or party gown complete with 
high-heeled shoes, stockings, garter belt, 
panties, bra, and slip. Even this is not complete 
until she perfects her make-up and adds the 
proper costume jewelry. Occasionally hat and 
gloves are in order and once she even wore a 
full-length ballgown. Attired thus she will 
blithely slip into the water until she is soaked. It 
doesn’t take me long after watching this and | 
am with her. Our sex life after one of our bathes 
runs far into the night, but often we indulge our- 


‘seives right in the tub. 


’ Back in the late ‘50s a magazine ran a ‘Get 
Wet for Fun” contest and awarded prizes for the 
best photos of fully dressed and soaking wet 
girls. From the response | would suggest that 
this is a wide spread pastime. | suggest that 
Penthouse run a similar contest, and at least 
have some of your Pets getting drenched. As to 
the rest of your readers: you've got to try it at 
least once, so grab your best girl and jump in. 
Long live water power!—A.B. (name and 
address withheld) Victor, New York. 


Hurray for Henry 

In regard to Henry Morgan’s article, How Jo 
Pick Up Girls In New York (November), | 
would like to say a big congratulations on the 
best humor that has been printed on pulp 
since -the Guttenburg Press. My _heartiest 
thanks for the entertainment and laughs, also 
new insight of things never before known to 
myself —G.W. Sellards, W. Devonshire, Phoe~ 
nix, Arizona 85015. 


The Libertarian Link 
Cheers and congratulations for Lowell Ponte’s 
The: Libertarian Link. (November). Serious and 
objective appraisals of the Libertarian philoso- 
phy are rare, and Ponte did a fine job. 
Naturally Libertarians will be condemned 
(they cannot be ignored) by political systems 
which, by virtue of their striving for control of 
the masses, cannot tolerate objective views of 
the concept of anarchy. Political narrow- 
mindedness is a sickness, and many (perhaps 
most) politicians cleaving myopically to the 
dogmatic B.S. of the hardcore Left or Right are 
sick, frightened, and so warped with the hunger 
for power that they can’t see beyond their own 
slogans, colors, insignias, and fight-songs. 
Perhaps hunger for political power is more 
easily satiated than hunger for more tangible 
things. Because I’m not a psychologist, | can’t 
say for sure. But, as a former YAF member (we 
parted company late in ’69) | can talk about 
what | learned there. Mainly | found that to learn 
objectivity, and to eradicate my own symptoms 
of the power-lust hangup, and to begin seeing 
my own individual place in the universe, | had 
to get the hell out of YAF. If | were in the SDS 
I'd have ‘had to do the same thing. Fortunately, 


while in YAF, | was in close association with 
Bill Steel, the National Board member and 
California co-chairman who later got wise and 
split, and helped form one of the Right/Left 
coalition groups. | watched the schism between 
YAF and the Steel-Turner-Rohrbacher con- 
tingent quite closely (and vicariously, as | was 
in the military at the time). YAF hadn’t a sturdy 
leg to stand on, neither philosophical, intellec- 
tual, nor realistic when confronted with the 
insight and challenge of these activities. 

The word “anarchist’’ often causes weird 
mental images . . . the near-sighted, bomb- 
tossing, hirsute madman, for example. And, of 
course, it works in reverse too: Agnew sees 
Jerry Rubin as an anarchist, and Rubin sees 
Agnew as a conservative. And each acts as if 
his brain is draining. Self-education is a must 
when political propaganda becomes a pain in 
the ass. Articles like The Libertarian Link are 
refreshing, informative, and good reading for 
those of us who've grown sick of the ravings 
of the Fascist Left and the Fascist Right, which 
only continues to inhibit growth of the indi- 
vidual. The individual is our only hope. Decen- 
tralize the government and thrive !—John W. 
Weiss, Nob Hill Ave., Seattle, Wash., 98109. 


Oh, Canada! 

\n your magazine you have many interesting 
and informative articles. There is just one thing 
that irritates me: why don’t you ever carry any 
articles on Canada? We have real sharp chicks 
here, and a swinging controversial Prime 
Minister. We have good authors and many 
talented stars. So | hope that in your next issue 
| will read an article about my country.—D.M. 
(name and address withheld), Toronto 190, 
Canada. 


About turn 

In regard to your October 1970 issue, we were 
captivated by Miss Heide Mann. And as we 
were perusing the various photos of this young 
lady we couldn't help noticing that the cover 
picture was reversed. Why?—H. Bradford 
Newland & William Spencer Ashton 1/, 
USAEOCR, Fort Belvoir, Va. 22060. 


Congratulations, mole-spotters | The switch 
was more convenient for type positioning— 
and with features as regular as Heide’s why 


worry?—Ed. O-A—gy 
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THE 8-TRACK STEh 


YOURS AS A GIFT 
FOR JOINING NO 


With built-in amplifier and 
deluxe stereo speaker units 


$119.95 
reg. price 


COMPLETE HOME SYSTEM 


*with one year membership and minimum tape purchase, 
six now and one a month for a year; speakers extra 


2 
in 


handsome walnut cabinets. 
THE PLAYER IS FREE. We will 
bill you only special member’s 
price of $29.95 for speakers. 


check HOME SYSTEM 
coupon. 


in 


1971 
MODELS 


$79.95 
me’ reg. price 


HOME PLUG-IN SYSTEM 


Pre-amplified model. Plugs in- 
to your present stereo record 
system. Beautiful walnut grain 
finish. THE PLAYER IS FREE. 
No speakers needed, plays 
through your own stereo syS- 
tem. check HOME PLUG-IN 
in coupon. 


$89.95 
ncmcnts = reg. price 


sine AUTO SYSTEM 


Complete with easy installa- 
tion kit and 2 deluxe flush 
mount speakers (no drilling 
holes). THE PLAYER IS FREE. 
We will bill you only special 
member's price of $11.98 for 
speakers. [_] check AUTO SYS- 
TEM in coupon. 


SELECT ANY 6 STEREO TAPE CARTRIDGES T0 START MEMBERSHIP 


Only Stereo Tape Club gives full selection of all labels, artists, new releases. 


POPULAR 


O) 3312—THE BEST OF 


oO 
Oo 
oO 


1319—WHEN YOU'RE SMILING, 
Nat King Cole (Pickwick) ........ 5.98 
1321—FRANK SINATRA’S 
GREATEST HITS (Reprise) ...6.98 
1339—LIVE, Glen Campbell _ 
(Capitol) (twin pack) .... 13 
1344—RAINDROPS K 
FALLIN’ ON MY HEAD, B. J. 
Thomas (Scepter) ........ 
1348—THE GOLDEN SOUNDS, 

Pop, Various Artists, (Capitol) 6.98 
1349—GREATEST HITS, Bobby 
Goldsboro (United Artists) .....6.98 
1350—ON STAGE, Feb. 1970, 

Elvis Presley (RCA) . 6.98 
1352—GREATEST HITS, 
Dimension (Liberty) . 
1353—TOM, Tom Jones 
(Parrot) .. 

1354-1 WHO. HAVE. ‘NOTHING, 

Tom Jones (Parrot) .. 6.98 
1355—-NOW | AMA WOMAN, 


Nancy Wilson (Capitol) . 6.98 
1356—GREATEST HITS, 

0. C. Smith (Columbia) 7.98 
1357—MY WOMAN, MY WOMAN 

MY WIFE, Dean Martin 

(Reprise) .. ...6.98 
1358—WE MADE IT HAPPEN, 
Englebert BUMpEKCIE SE 

(Parrot) ... ine 698. 
1359—GREATEST ‘HITS, 

Barbra Streisand (Columbia) 6.98 
1360—REFLECTIONS, The 
Lettermen (Capitol) ..................6.98 
1361—VERY DIONNE, 

Dionne Warwick (Scepter) ......6.98 
1362—GREATEST HITS, 

Joe South (Capitol) ................6.98 
2318—GREATEST HITS, Herb. 
Alpert And The Tijuana Brass 
(A&M)... 6.98 


2319—THE “MAGIC ‘PIANOS OF 
FERRANTE & TEICHER (Sunset) 6.98 
2324—COME SATURDAY 

MORNING, Jackie Gleason 

(Capitol) . . 6.98 
2325— THIS Is HENRY “MANCINI, 
(RCA) (Twin Pack) ........... 9.9) 
8316—BEST OF BILL cosBY, 
(Warner BroS.) ............2--...00.000. 6.9) 
8321—LIVE AT SING SING, 


Moms Mabley (Mercury) ........6.98 
8324—THE DEVIL MADE ME 

BUY THIS DRESS, wally Wilson 
(Little David) . .....6.98 


WILSON PICKETT (Atlantic) ....6.98 
3330—THE BEATLES 1 & 2 
(Apple) (twin pack) ... .-13.98 


3356—BAND OF GYPSYS, ‘Jimi 
Hendrix (Capitol) . 3 6.98 
3357—DEJA-VU, Crosby, Stills, 
Nash & Young (Atlantic) 6.98 
3364—BLOOD, SWEAT & TEARS 3, 
Blood, Sweat & Tears 


(Columbia) ....... caeceer-s 6.98 
() 3365—FAREWELL, LIVE, Diane 

Ross & The Supremes | & II 

(Motown) ...... ...13,98 


() 3366—LIVE, Cream (Atlantic) 6.98 
3367—|I cosmo’ 'S FACTORY, 
Creedence Clearwater Revival 
(Fantasy) 
(J 3368—McCARTNEY, Paul 
McCartney (Apple)’ . .-. 6.98 
3369—LET IT BE, The Beatles 
(Apple) . baci! 
3372—LIVE AT MONTEREY, 

Jimi Hendrix/Otis Redding 


(Reprise) . ah dvey2 0098. 
() 3373—: SPIRIT IN THE DARK, 

Aretha Franklin (Atlantic) ........6.98 
_] 3374—ABARAX, Santana 

(Columbia) ..... eee SOR. 
(J 3375—SOUL ON TOP, 

James Brown (King) . 6.98 


() 3376—LIVE AT LONDON’S TALK 
OF THE TOWN, The 


Temptations (Gordy) ................6.98 

3377—LED ZEPPELIN Ill, 

Led Zeppelin (Atlantic) . 6.98 
(| 3378—GET YER YA-YA’S OUT, 

Rolling Stones (London) ..........6.98 
_) 3379—STEPHEN STILLS, 

Stephen Stills (Atlantic) ........6.98 
-] 3380—MAD DOGS & 

ENGLISHMEN, Joe Cocker 

(A&M) (Twin Pack) ..................9.98 


8323—THE BEST OF PETER, 
PAUL & MARY (Warner Bros). 6.98 
8325—SHILO, Neil Diamond 
(Bang) .. ....6.98 


() 4326—FIGHTING SIDE OF ME, 
Merle Haggard (Capitol) ...... 


JAZZ 


6.98 


( 5307—THE BEST OF WES 
MONTGOMERY, (Verve) ........... 6.98 
5312—| MEMPHIS UNDERGROUND, 
Herbie Mann (Atlantic) 6.98 
_} 5319—LIVE AT THE WHISKEY 
A-GO-GO, Herbie Mann 
(Atlantic) 

5320—SWISS “MOVEMENT, ‘Les 
McCann, Eddie Harris 
(Atlantic) Betas 
5321—SOUNDS GREAT, r Jimmy 
Smith (Sunset) ... - 

(0 5323—THE BEST 
LEWIS (Cadet) . 
5324—BITCHES BREW, Miles 

Davis (Columbia) ............... 7.98 
5325—MONGO '70, 

Mongo Santamaria (Atlantic)....6.98 


SHOW AND CLASSICAL 


() 6301—DR. ZHIVAGO, Original 
Sound Track (MGM) ... aa 
( 6310—HAIR, Original 
Broadway Cast (RCA) . 5 
() 6312—ROMEO & JULIETTE, Orig. 
Sound Track (Capitol) ... -.6.98 
(2 6317—THE GOOD, THE BAD “AND 
THE UGLY, Original Soundtrack 
(Sunset) . 6.98 
_) 6318— BUTCH CASSIDY & THE. 
SUNDANCE KID, Burt Bacharach, 
Orig. (A&M) ........... 1.98 
() 6320—ON A CLEAR DAY YOU 
CAN SEE FOREVER, Barbra 


6.98 


6.98 


Streisand (Columbia) z 7.98 
7301—MY FAVORITE CHOPIN, 
Van Cliburn (RCA) ............-.-.-.. 6.98 


(J 7303—GERSHWIN RHAPSODY IN 
BLUE, London Festival Orch. 


(London) . 6.98 
Oo 7313—2001: A SPACE oovssey, 
Orig. Sound Track (MGM) ... 6.98 


7317—BEETHOVEN’S GREATEST 


COUNTRY AND WESTERN 


4301—TIME | GET TO PHOENIX, 
Glen Campbell (Capitol) ....... 6.98 
() 4317—THE BEST OF 

CHARLEY PRIDE, (RCA) ............6.98 
() 4322—THE GOLDEN SOUNDS, 
Country, Various Artists: 

Haggard, James, South, Owens, 
Others (Capitol) .. 6.9} 
4323—THE WORLD. ‘OF “TAMMY 


ROCK AND FOLK 


3301—LADY SOUL, 
Aretha Franklin (Atlantic) ...... 6.98 


WYNETTE (Epic) ... 7.98 
( 4324—THE WORLD ‘OF “JOHNNY 
CASH (Columbia) - pee ey ALT 


4325—HELLO DARLIN’, 
Conway Twitty (Decca) ........... 


6.99 


HITS, Bernstein Ormandy, 
(Columbia) . 6.98 
() 7319—THE GOLDEN SOUNDS, 
Classics, Various Artists 
(Capitol) .. 2 

O) 7320— TCHAIKOVSKY 1812, 

OVERTURE, Zubin Mehta 

(London) .......... 

() 7321—BOLERO, ‘Ormandy/ 
Philadelphia Orchestra 
(Columbia) . 

If coupon ‘removed write- to: 
Stereo Tape Club of America 
1480 W. 178th St., Gardena, Ca. 90248 
+ Trademark of ©1971 
Stereo Tape Club of America 


6.98 


6.98 


7.98 
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WHY WE GIVE YOU THE FINEST 
8-TRACK STEREO PLAYER FREE 


We are America’s largest all-label, all-artist stereo tape 
cartridge club. We hope to win you over to the newest, 
most advanced, most convenient way to enjoy music in 
your home, car and office — with trouble-free, compact 
stereo tape cartridges that play continuously, switch 
tracks automatically, and last practically forever. They 
never scratch, warp or wear out. They never tangle. 


If you like the system, you'll buy your stereo tape car- 
tridges from us. You never pay more than regular price. 
You can pick free bonus tapes immediately, without wait- 
ing, You can enjoy up to 50% savings. 


To guarantee your continuing interest, the equipment 
must be fine enough to give you brilliant high fidelity 
performance over many years of trouble-free service. 
That’s why we give you our STEREOMATIC unit FREE. It’s 
premium equipment. The best. We know you will be de- 
lighted. That’s why we are willing to send it to you at 
no risk or obligation on your part. If you like it, KEEP 
IT. It’s yours FREE just for buying stereo tape cartridges 
you would want to own anyway. If not, return it and your 
membership is cancelled. You pay nothing and owe noth- 
ing. To take advantage of this fabulous new membership 
offer, complete the coupon and mail now. 


SEN 


O MONEY e JUST MAIL 


Stereo Tape Club of America 
P.O. Box 520, Gardena, Calif. 90248 


Please enroll me as a member and send the FREE 
ptetee mally 8-track tape cartridge player checked be- 
ow. 


(] HOME SYSTEM (speakers $29.95) 

() HOME PLUG-IN (no speakers) 

AUTO SYSTEM (speakers $11.98) 

Also send the 6 stereo tape cartridge albums | am 


buying now to start my membership. (Select 6 from 
list, print numbers below.) 


Bill me for these, plus shipping and handling charge. 
| may pay in 3 monthly installments if | wish. If | am 
not 100% satisfied, | may return player and cartridges 
in 10 days and my membership will be cancelled. | 
owe nothing. 


Name Age = 
Address 

City — State Zip 

Home Phone — Area Code 


Credit References 


military address and 


Military: Include serial number, 
home address with application. 
Credit card: Charge above order to my credit card. 

(.) BankAmericard Master Charge [_] Amer. Express 


ACCt a  DiletsoClu 
MY MAIN MUSICAL INTEREST IS: (check one) 
(J) Popular Rock & Folk [_]Show & Classical 


In addition to the 6 cartridges | am buying now to 
start my membership, | agree to purchase a cartridge 
a month during the coming year at the regular club 
price, plus postage and handling. (Albums you’ll want 
to buy anyway; thousands to choose from.) 


SIGNATURE (REQUIRED) 


Escape the cold. 


Eleganza. Spanish sophistication 
enlivened with the spice and 
specialness of pure Mexico. 
Maria Isabel-Sheraton is a regal 
beauty overlooking the Paseo 
de la Reforma. It’s Sheraton’s 
new center south of the border. 


2 
Aruba tere the hot 


blood turns warm. The native 
smiles soften and life slows to the 
rhythm of the Caribbean tides. The 
Aruba-Sheraton Hotel and Casino 
takes on the glow of this Dutch paradise 
and all is tranquil. Except at night 
in the Club Diablo and the Casino. 


INQ SSAUI Pulses quicken to the Goombay 


beat. Bahamian chatter in the Straw Market plays 


against the clipped British accents in the imported 
shops just down the street. The Sheraton-British Colonial 
sits happily in the midst of it all. 


<a” 


San. JUAN hot blooded? Not here. 
It sears. It’s Spanish. And it’s wild. Music 
brings everybody to their feet and laughter 
rings out of control. A space-age 


For reservations at any 

Sheraton Hotel or 
Motor Inn in the world, 
call free, anytime, from 
anywhere in the conti- 


nental U.S. 800-325-3535. palace gleams in the sun and fy 
Or have your travel glitters at night. The Puerto Rico- M4 y 
agent call it for you. Sheraton is alive. XY M4 

“Ay, 7 
ME © 


Sheraton Hotels & Motor Inns 


A WORLDWIDE SERVICE OF ITT 


SS 


MEW FROM THE TOP 


TAXI BRIEFING, N.Y. 


Q: Joe, what is your assessment of the world 
situation ? 

A: First thing you gotta understand, Mac, is 
this: There’s US and there’s THEM. That's 
the basic fact. US and THEM. If you're not 
one of US, then you must be one of THEM. 
But there’s two kinds of THEM: good guys 
and bad guys. Most of THEM are bad guys. 
All of US are good guys, except a few oddballs 
who are really THEM living among US. You 
see, most of THEM are OVER THERE, where 
they belong. All of US are OVER HERE. 
Except a few million of US in uniform who 
happen to be stationed OVER THERE to 
protect those of THEM who are good guys 
like US from the rest of THEM. 

Q: That sounds a little complicated. Can you 
explain what it is about THEM that makes 
them tend to be bad guys ? 

A: That's easy. It’s the fact that so many of 
THEM are RED. And as you know, it's worse 
to be RED than dead! Our job as leaders of 
the Free World is to save them from being 
RED, so we won't have to make them dead— 
for their own good. 

Q: But what exactly is a RED? You mean a 
communist ? 

A: Well, of course all your commies are 
REDS. But they're not the only ones. That's 
very important. A RED is anybody who is 
not ANTI-RED. There's a lot of people who 
think it’s enough just to be a NON-RED. But 
theyre wrong. Because there’s really no 
such thing. The only people who are not 
REDS in my book are good, loyal, God- 
fearing ANTI-REDS. 

Q: Can REDS be saved? 

A: Sure, some of them. But only by being con- 
verted into ANTI-REDS. And that’s a long, 
tough process. Especially when you're dealing 
with whole countries. You. start out by 
Opening up trade with them. Give them a 
chance to sample the benefits of our know- 
how. Then you move on later to exchanging 
ideas. It’s what's known as “building bridges”. 
Q: Can we build bridges to all REDS? 

A: No. Only to WHITE REDS. Rumanians, 
Hungarians, Yugoslavians, Czechs, Poles— 
even Russians. We trade with all of them, 
you know. Now your YELLOW REDS are 
something else. They don’t go for bridges. 
North Koreans, North Vietnamese, Laotian, 
Chinese REDS. You gotta knock them off 
altogether to teach them anything. The only 
good YELLOW RED is a dead YELLOW RED ! 


Q: What about BLACK REDS? 
A: Well now, your BLACK REDS are really 
a domestic problem. You said you wanted to 
talk about foreign policy. 
Q: Make an exception. 
A: Well, it’s not so simple. You see, the blacks 
are OVER HERE, not OVER THERE. Which 
means most of them figure to be good guys. 
Provided, of course, they're ANTI-RED 
blacks. The problem is to separate them from 
the RED blacks. 
Q: How do you do that? 
A: The best way for a black to show he’s 
not RED is if he’s willing to go OVER 
THERE and kill a few YELLOW REDS. 
Those who aren't willing can be handled by 
letting the cops take care of them in a few 
good shoot-outs. ; 
Q: That settles the question of ma/e blacks. 
But what about the females? You can’t send 
them to war. 
A: Look, Mac, women are another whole 
problem altogether. Don’t matter whether 
they‘re RED or ANTI-RED, OVER HERE or 
OVER THERE, WHITE, YELLOW or BLACK. 
Ali women are THEM. And the one thing you 
gotta remember is, Watch. out for THEM ! 

It cost us $7.40 onthe meter, plus tip.—F.D. 


PUBLIC INCONVENIENCE 
“Strikebound holidaymakers were kept wait- 
ing six hours for the jerry. Then it was filled to 
capacity.’’—Southern Echo. 

For this relief, much thanks. 


HOT SPOT 
“Qwing to the disastrous fire, the Grange 
Hotel has temporarily moved to Greyfields 
Manor Hotel, where the welcome will be 
even warmer.’—advertisement in ABC Rail- 
way Timetable. 

Piping hot, if not smoking. 


REDEFINITIONS 

Showjumper: see-through pullover. 

Nuns: birds of pray. 

Morality play: Much Ado About As You 
Like It. 

Lipstick: weapon shaped like a bullet and 
just as fatal. 

Mae West: last of the big sus-spenders. 


ARMY SURPLUS ? : 
“Wanted—Run Down General, with living 
accommodation, Liverpool. No clearance 
areas.’—Ad in Liverpoo/ Echo business 
classifieds, 

Don’t forget the bowler hatstand. 


Ke) 


HAPPENINGS 


A woman President sitting in the White 
House in cohabitation with a male co- 
President, with executive decisions an- 
nounced jointly by both? Unlikely as it 
sounds, that’s the object of a non-partisan 


group called One-to-One Inc., which 
recently announced its aims at a little- 
publicized press conference in—where else ? 
—Los Angeles. 

Under the new plan, the mixed-sex team 
would not necessarily be married, especially 
to each other, but would live together with 
all the physical, intellectual and _ social 
intimacy that this implies. Any existing 
relationships that the winning candidates had 
with other people—a wife, for example, or a 
homosexual liaison or excessive mother 
dependence—would necessarily take second 
place during the four-year term, although the 
Presidents, being entitled to at least the rights 
of ordinary citizens, would make their own 
accommodations for their spare time. 

At the press conference to announce the 
plan, one incredulous reporter asked: “You 
mean you’re condoning adultery as national 
policy ?” But the directors of One-to-One Inc. 
(or “121”, as the group calls itself) are 
intensely serious about their campaign. ‘We 
believe that what this society, any society, 
needs is a shift away from the genocidal 
impersonality that’s become so rampant in 
the world and a return to the one-to-one 
relationships that bring true understanding,” 
co-chairman Lee Free explained. ‘““The name 
of our group says where it’s all at. What could 
give a better example of a willingness to 
compromise than our country’s leaders being 
willing to work out in microcosm—and 
publicly—the very essence of societal, and 
hence inter-tribal relationships ? 

“The ideal presidential team, of course, 
would be a Southern black homosexual and 
a young and ravishingly beautiful Northern 
white woman, but we couldn't expect 
miracles at first. The main thing is to pass 
legislation insisting on everybody getting 
two votes for President, one for a candidate 
representing each sex. Once the two winners 
take up residence in the renamed Black 
and White House the celebrated magic of 
the office would work wonders. We feel that, 
strangers as they might be at first, long before 
the four years were up they would have 
developed tolerance, co-operation—possibly 
even love—for each other and the people 
whose lives were affected by them.” 

The inevitability of 121’s campaign has 
come as no surprise to students of con- 
temporary trends in Women’s Lib, sensitivity 
group activities and political anarchists. The 
only shock is Lee Free’s affirmation that 
1976 will be the first year of the common-law 
leaders. “The spirit of ‘76 was indeed a 
revolutionary concept,” he says. “Every 
historical cliché not only reports history but 
also forecasts it.” 


RENT-AN-ARTIST 
A new organization called The Peripatetic 
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Artists Guild (186 Grand Street, New 
York 10013) is offering artists for hire—at 
$25 per hour plus expenses—to execute 
creative projects of all kinds. Its major star so 
far, Robert Morris, famed for his com- 
missioned “earthworks”, lists among his 
repertoire: “‘Explosions, chemical. swamps, 
monuments, speeches, outdoor sounds for 
varying seasons, alternate political systems, 
deluges, fountains in liquid metals, artistic 
diversions of rivers and ensembles of curious 
objects to be seen while traveling at high 
speeds.” 


WORDS 


WALL SCRAWL 


“I'm 13 inches long and 3 inches around”, a 
cruising braggart writes on a toilet wall. 
Underneath is scrawled the response: 
“Interested! How big is your prick?” It was 
this exchange of graffiti, encountered years 
ago, that launched the career of America’s 
indefatigable scholar of wall-writing, Robert 
Reisner. “|! suddenly realized that the public 
toilet was a great font of American humor,” 
he recalls. “The only time many people feel 
alone and able to reflect is in the toilet.” His 
scholarly devotion encompasses wall-writing 
of all kinds, but “outside the lavatory, 
graffiti are more repressed.” ; 

Reisner, a lecturer at The New School for 
Social Research and a doctoral candidate at 
N.Y.U. Institute of Fine Arts, is the author of 
Graffiti: 2,000 Years of Wall Writing (Cowles, 
$5.95). The book covers the subject from 
paleolithic caves to neohippie coffeehouses 
in the East Village and Haight Ashbury, and 
ranges the world as well as time. “English 
graffitists have recently had a thing about 
transvestism,” says Reisner, “‘but the French 
are resolutely political, even in the toilet.” 

After he encountered the graffiti that 
transformed him from a librarian to a philology 
student, Reisner sought out Allen Walker 
Read, the linguist who traced the origin of 
the expression O.K. and who pioneered 
American study of graffiti in a book with the 
put-off title of Lexica/ Evidence from Folk 
Epigraphy in Western North America, a 
Glossarial Study of the Low Element in the 
English Language. Read had a pioneer's 
problem. Not wishing to carry around a 
notebook full of what was then regarded as 
unspeakable filth, he hit' on the idea of 
recording graffiti on postcards and mailing 
them to his home. When he returned he 
found a postal inspector waiting, ready to 
pounce on the degenerate who was bom- 
barding the good professor with filthy 
postcards. 

Reisner has encountered a_ pioneer’s 
problem of his own. In recent years the 
liberated woman has begun to produce some 
pretty fancy graffiti of her own. “I’ve been 
in more ladies’ toilets than any man in the 
world,” Reisner says modestly. His method is 
simple. He waits until the room is empty, 
stations a female confederate at the door to 
delay customers with something like ‘‘the 
pipes are being fixed” and goes in to do his 
research. Once when he tried it solo, a 
woman surprised him at his research. 


Assuming she had entered the wrong door, 
she stumbled an apology, rushed out and 
plunged through the adjoining door. There 
she found another man legitimately occupied 
and had to repeat her apologies. As she 
returned to her table in a daze, Reisner, who 
by then had escaped, overheard her tell her 
woman companion: “This is a wonderful 
place; they have men everywhere !”” 

Today the ladies do all the /n things, such 
as parodies of ad slogans: “‘If you’re going 
more and enjoying it less—try the men’s 
room.” The ladies may, of course, lay claim 
to special knowledge, as in: “LeRoi Jones 
eats white ice cream.” But not all the 
comments about men are by ladies: ‘Jack 
the bartender is a great lay,” was written by 
Jack as self-advertisement, Reisner de- 
termined. 

Some of the cleverest graffiti have also 
been suspect as inside jobs, as witness this 
comment in an unusually prolix Greenwich 
Village toilet: “Don’t think everyone who 
comes in here is clever! Actually the owners 
write all this to pretend this is an in bar— 
Good try!’ Reisner doubts the owners 
would be capable of it, since good graffiti 
can't be contrived at will. ‘“‘You can’t tell 
anybody to sit down and write them,” he 
states. And he should know—he’s tried it 
with his classes. 

The natural enemy of the graffitist is the 
landlord. In the dedication to the first collec- 
tion of English graffiti in 1731, Hurlo 
Thrumbo complained, “A cleanly Landlord 
must have, forsooth, his Rooms new painted 
and white-wash’d every now and _ then, 
without regarding in the least the Wit and 
Learning he is obliterating.” The plaint 
continues today. When manager Ray Santini 
of venerable Chumley’s in Greenwich Village 
had the toilet repainted, the graffitist 


expressed his shock poignantly: “Santini is . 


a book burner”. 

“The establishment knows it can‘t defeat 
the graffitist,” Reisner says, “he always has 
the last word.” Even the effort to provide him 
with approved space to write on is doomed, 
according to Reisner, who cites the un- 
successful experiment of the Kotterp/ank, 
a wall set up in Stockholm for graffiti and 
whitewashed every day. For one thing, the 
graffitist wants more permanence for his 
works. Often he achieves near-immortality, 
despite whitewashing, through the altruistic 
practice of his colleagues in repeating 
favorites at every opportunity. Every man has 
seen the old American standby: ‘A man’s 
ambition must be small to write on a shithouse 
wall,” which has its classic—and dull— 
retorts. And, of course, every male over 30 
once thought Kilroy was immortal. 

Some modern graffiti have achieved the 
aura of immortality by more respectable 
routes. Edward Albee found the title Who’s 
afraid of Virginia Woolf? on a toilet wall, and 
the wonderful cry, “Stop the World, | want 
to get off” was a graffitists’ favorite before it 
became the title of Anthony Newley’s 
musical. Reisner noted “‘We are the people 
our parents warned us about” on a ladies’ 
room wall some years before the publication 
of the recent book of that title. 

We asked Reisner if he had ever contributed 
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Stephens (/eft) : a vanishing breed. Right: graphic eroticism from Cassill. 


any graffiti of his own. “Only one,” he 
recalled with an uncomfortable air, adding 
“It was just to set the record straight.” He 
was spurred to creativity by a routinely savage 
political attack on Conservative William 
Buckley, which said: “If you liked Hitler, 
you will love Buckley.” Reisner’'s detached 
response: “There is a difference: Hitler was 
a jailbird, Buckley was a Yalebird.”” 

“I’m sorry,” he smiled in embarrassment, 
“but | just couldn't help it.” 

That's the way it is with graffiti. 


DR CASSILL’S GAME 


Besides being a bestselling novelist, author 
R. V. Cassill is also a skilled graphic artist, 
and lately he combined both roles with a one- 
man New York show of illustrations inspired 
by his own Dr Cobb’s Game. “| kept notes 
for my book”, he explains, “in large black 
notebooks that filled up with mystic and 
erotic drawings as much as with dialogue and 
ideas. In the end | had not only a novel but 
drawings and paintings for a show”. 

' The show was called “The Mystic and 
Erotic Images of Dr Cobb’s Game”, and since 
the hero of the novel is both a stud and an 
artist who does studies of erotic postures, 
the drawings were predictably permissive 
(see picture). 


RECOMMENDED READING 


Voices of the New Feminism edited by 
Mary Lou Thompson. What the enemy thinks 
—notes from all ranks. (Beacon Press $5.95). 
The Confessions of Edward Dahlberg. “His 
best prose will stand with the finest in the 
English language’’—it is an experience to read 
this book. (George Braziller, Inc. $6.50). 
Superstar, by Viva. The underground movie 
star lets it all hang out. Though called a novel, 
the book is clearly autobiographical and des- 
cribes that scene like it is—or was. Viva is a 
writer who has been legitimately compared to 
Mary McCarthy, so the book is not salacious. 
(G. P. Putnam’s Sons $6.95). 


Crime in America: Observations on _ Its 
Nature, Causes, Prevention and Control by 
Ramsey Clark. The former Attorny General 
confronts the most highly charged issue of 
our times. (Simon & Schuster Inc. $6.95). 


SHOWS 


FRIGHTFULLY MARVELLOUS 


Welcome the resurrection of a vanishing 
breed in films: the English gentleman. The 
species survives in the person of Robert 
Stephens and flourishes in its natural 
habitat in Wilder's The Private Life of Sherlock 
Holmes. This gentleman is not the outdated 
C. Aubrey Smith model, nor the more recent 
David Niven variety, but a genuine re- 
vamped 1971 version, complete with old- 
Etonian accent, stiff upper lip, and the 
weeniest hint of unrequited undeclared pas- 
sion beating silent in that noble breast. 
Disguised till now in such roles as an Inca 
chieftain in The Royal Hunt of the Sun, or 
as an artist and Bohemian in The Prime of 
Miss Jean Brodie, Mr. Stephens comes into 
his own as Sherlock Holmes. 

“Marvellous,” says Stephens in his com- 
fortably cluttered dressing-room in London's 
Old Vic (temporary home of the National 
Theatre). Everything is ‘marvellous’, or some- 
times ‘‘frightfully marvellous,” and at least 
“awfully good’’-—and his voice thrills with 
pleasure as only an actor's can. When a 
bored-looking young man comes in with a 
petition against museum admission charges 
(soon to be introduced in Britain over 
liberals’ dead bodies), Stephens is “absolu- 
tely delighted and thrilled’ to sign. ‘Jolly 
good” he tells the young man, for organizing 
it. 

The gentleman is married to Maggie 
Smith, certainly a lady, and together they 
reign over the National Theatre. Their partner- 
ship has flourished on screen in Brodie, on 
stage in Hedda Gabler and The Beaux’ 


Stratagem, and now they are in Los Angeles 
playing Noel Coward's Design for Living. 
Comparisons with Burton-Taylor on screen 
or Lunt-Fontaine on stage are inevitable, but 
Stephens is doubtful. “It’s very nice to act 
together, and we're very fortunate to be able 
to, but | think it would be wrong to do it all 
the time. The great danger of becoming 
Alfred Lunt and Lynn Fontaine is that when 
they were in their prime they always had to 
say ‘Well, this year’s play will be for Lynn 
and I'll play the supporting part’ or ‘This year 
it will be for Alf and Lynn will support’. 
You see, it's very difficult to find plays or 
films that suit you both perfectly.” 

The Burton-Taylor comparison clicks in 
one sense: when they married about three 
and a half years ago, Maggie, like Liz, was 
already a star, while Stephens, like Burton, 
though respected as an actor by serious 
British theatregoers, was hardly a name to 
conjure with. He had worked through the 
usual British actor’s mill: drama school, 
several years in provincial repertory, bit 
parts at London’s Royal Court Theatre, then 
success in the title role of John Osborne’s 
Epitaph for George Dillon. Surprisingly, des- 
pite his exaggerated upper-class accent, 
Stephens claims a working-class back- 
ground: “‘My father was in the building trade 
and he is now a costing surveyor, but he 
again, like me, came from small beginnings 
and advanced to that.” 

Sherlock Holmes is Stephens’s first star 
billing on the screen: “‘It’s a big thrill, marve/- 
lous, but | don’t know quite what being a 
star means any more in films. There was a 
time when there were big movie stars, but not 
any more. Well, | suppose there are some 
now, but you usually find that they con- 
centrate on films all the time, which | 
wouldn't be prepared to do. There are so few 
marvellous films made anyway that it's silly 
to do too many and think ‘Well | ought to do 
it to keep my face in front of the public.’ 
Besides, filming is much more difficult than 
the theatre because you have no control 
over what you're doing, and you have to pro- 
duce this extraordinary amount of spon- 
taneous energy when called to do your 
scene.” 

The actors he most admires are Marlon 
Brando, Albert Finney, Paul Scofield and 
Laurence Olivier “of course.” Olivier is the 
head of the National Theatre, so Stephens 
sees him regularly; Finney and Scofield he 
knows as friends, and Marlon Brando he 
talked to once on the phone—"that was the 
closest | ever got.” He says he likes people 
(he means actors) who are ‘serious about 
their work and interested,’ and describes the 
actors’ method thus: ‘All actors are like 
magpies—they pinch things from people all 
the time. A lot of it happens subconsciously : 
you find yourself doing something in a part 
and think ‘Well, where did | get that from ?° 
and suddenly you remember ‘Ah yes, old 
so-and-so used to do that.’ It may be some- 
body you saw five years ago but it comes 
back—actors have to have such good memor- 
ies anyway to remember all those lines, so it’s 
easy to remember mannerisms.” 

Stephens never considered any other 
career than acting, and now he finds it 
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totally fulfilling. “It's very time-absorbing. 
You find if you're playing a part that you 
think about it a Jot during the day. It’s a 
funny profession because all your concen- 
tration, all your work, is done in the theatre in 
about two and a half hours, whereas if you 
work in an office your workload is spread 
over a whole day, but when you're on stage 
you can't take one minute out to have a 
cigarette or a cup of tea or talk to the person 
sitting next to you.” Under the National 
Theatre’s rotation system, actors play on 
average three and a third performances a 
week, so he should have a lot of free time. 
Part of it is taken up with regular exercise 
sessions at a gym, but he has no real outside 
interests, apart from their two children, a 
boy of 34 and a baby of 18 months. ‘We're 
not great diners-out or partygivers. We get 
home from the theatre about 11 but then 
you can’t just go straight to bed, you have to 
unwind, so we probably go to bed about 
2 a.m. It’s very difficult for Maggie because 
she likes to see our little boy off to school, 
which means getting up at 8, so for her it’s a 
very long day.” 

The Stephenses live in a smallish house in 
Chelsea, London, and run a Triumph Traveller, 
quite a modest car. Why aren‘t they more 
affluent ? “I don’t think anyone can be rich in 
this country, it’s impossible because of the 
tax situation. And | do feel aggrieved about it, 
| think it’s dreadfu/. When we finished Brodie 
| was offered another film to follow it which | 
was not quite sure about, but the money 
they were prepared to pay was extremely 
good, and | was terribly fond of the people 
who were making it, so | might have done it. 
But | talked to my accountant and said: 
‘Look, if | do this film how much of the 
money will | keep?’ and he said ‘Nothing. 
You will pay it all in income tax.’ It’s parti- 
cularly irritating when you have a lot of 
money in the bank—which hasn‘t happened 
to me many times in my life—and your ac- 
countant says ‘But that money isn’t yours, 
it belongs to the government, forget it.’ And 
you think ‘Well, | did work frightfully hard to 
earn it, and with actors you don’t know how 
long your high earning capacity will last, it 
may be over in five years’ time. And you 


Creedence Clearwater Revival: 
shepherded to success by Fogerty. 
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think ‘Well, | should be able to afford more 
things’, especially as entertainment is just 
such an expensive business to be in—I don't 
know why, but it is somehow.” 

Which is a complaint that gentlemen have 
been making for many years. 


SOUNDS 


LORDS OF THE GHETTO 

During the 1969-70 pop music season a 
catchy studio concoction by The Archies 
called Sugar, Sugar sold over 5,000,000 
copies and dominated the AM air-waves, It is 
said that no one with ears failed to hear it and 
that if you heard it once, you heard it 1,000 
times. Which only goes to show that AM 
radio is an almost unavoidable fact of life in 
American popular culture (you don't, of 
course, have to own an AM radio and, if you 
do, you don't havetoturniton...). 

During the past five years, progressive FM 
radio has beena well-catalogued phenomenon, 
and this has tended to foster an attitude of 
disdain toward AM. More people than ever 
before own FM radios, more stations than ever 
before are capitalizing on the success of rock 
since 1965 and thereby responding to the real 
sophistication and demand of the younger, 
hipper, listening audience. In fact, San 
Francisco, Boston and New York harbor FM 
stations which often double as effective 
agents of a “youth culture’. FM radio has 
obvious advantages: clear stereo broadcast 
potential, the plausibility of low-key deejays, 
fewer minutes devoted to commercial 
“messages”, and the use of longer LP cuts. 
AM, on the other hand, is typified in most 
people’s minds by the junk-rock of a Sugar, 
Sugar. 

Not true, not true . . . AM radio has its 
moments. In particular, since the early days 
of Elvis, it has nourished and maintained out- 
standing pop talent, especially the great male 
stars. Without them, you could no doubt go 
on living. But with them, the AM pop stations 
often achieve a blend of taste, coherence and 
popularity no one need sneer at. Three men of 
stature demand mention. 

John Fogerty is the animus and head 
honcho of Creedence Clearwater Revival, 
perhaps the most consistently successful 
rock band ever to have recorded for the AM 
audience. Since the top ten success of their 
first original composition, Proud Mary, they 
have never been off either the single or LP 
charts. And it is Fogerty who writes the 
material, sings lead vocal, and shepherds the 
group from one concert to another as he does 
from one hit song to the next. Since Proud 
Mary and Born on a Bayou, they have gone 
on to double-sided success with Lodi/Bad 
Moon Rising, Traveling Band/Who'll Stop 
the Rain and Looking Out My Back Door/ 
Long As | Can See the Light. In these records 
Fogerty never loses his commercial intuition 
or his awareness of the rock and roll ‘50s: 
he has never once failed to find the right 
combination. It looks easy and maybe a bit 
formulaic after eight years of trying. Still, the 
singles make the redundancy of AM, with its 
programmed repetition, a pleasure. You 
really ought to own all their singles. But you 
could get by with three of their current five 


LPs: Green River, Willie and the Poor Boys 
and Cosmo’s Factory, all on Fantasy. And 
listen for a few minutes the next time the 
AM dial is on: you'll probably hear one of 
their songs. 

Two other songwriters with much of the 
commercial ease and highly ‘evolved pop 
touch of John Fogerty are Joe South and 
Neil Diamond. Like Fogerty, they're com- 
mitted to the AM format and_ idiom, 
intelligent singers who don’t try to transcend 
the genre so much as fulfil its requirements 
with style. Joe South is’ a Georgia-bred 
artist who scored tremendously in the past 
year with Games People Play and Walk a 
Mile in my Shoes, two fine pop numbers. 
Both feature South’s twangy, emphatic 
guitar-playing and his belligerent vocal 
approach. They’re straightforward, plastic- 
profound and as religious as a commercial 
enterprise like pop music can get. South has a 
Greatest Hits LP on Capitol you should own, 
with excellent liner notes by Barrie L. Jones. 

Neil Diamond has been plugging away 
at it for years, but in the past ten months he 
has gotten into that astonishing groove where 
he doesn’t seem capable of turning out 
anything less than a hit. With hardly any 
critical encouragement or even attention, but 
with increasing facility and imagination, 
Diamond has recorded a series of pop 
successes in a variety of styles, all subordinate 
to his vocal self-confidence and his ability 
to write unique lines. Like Fogerty and South, 
and as distinctly as either of them, he has 
mastered that always elusive venture, the hit 
single. Through his songs, from So/itary Man, 
Kentucky Women, Sweet Caroline to the 
more recent Ho/ly Holy and Cracklin’ Rosie, 
he’s established an identity the AM audience 
recognizes. And that’s half the battle. 
Diamond, along with Fogerty and South, 
manages to satisfy the audience anticipations, 
while varying the delivery or the lyrics 
enough to show he’s still a step ahead. His 
Gold LP on UNI is a live performance of his 
better songs and worth owning. 

No better definition of the best in pop 
exists than the work of these three. So, in the 
ghetto of AM radio, there are gems. You 
ought to be able to recognize them when 
they come your way. 


PENTHOUSE PICKS 

The Worst of the Jefferson Airplane (RCA 
4459). Everything is here, from ‘White 
Rabbit” on up (or down, depending). A must 
even if you are getting a bit sick of them. 
American Beauty/The Grateful Dead (Warner 
Bros. 1893). The band is legendary, the 
material swell, the production concise and 
the album one of the best of last year. 

Lotti Golden (GRT 30003). Mostly lounge, 
but with pleasant edges. At least there’s one 
female vocalist who is neither funky nor 
ethereal. 

Loaded/The Velvet Underground (Cotillion 
SD 9034). New York’s finest. No blue 
uniforms, but a whole album of listenable and 
likable rock and roll. 

All Things Must Pass/George Harrison 
(Apple). With friends K. Voorman, R. Starr, 
B. Preston, E. Clapton and D. Mason, plus a 
song by B. Dylan. 
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Among the victims of the national malaise 
afflicting so many American institutions today 
none is more significant perhaps than the 
armed forces of the United States. In the Army, 
the Navy, and the Air Force, many of the prob- 
lems of contemporary civilian life—drugs, 
racism, restless youth, unresponsive authority 
etc—are mirrored, and the military scene can be 
summed up as criticism from outside and un- 
certainties within. For an informed discussion 
of the difficulties besetting the nation’s 
defense arms, Penthouse assembled a sym- 
posium of officers who between them have 
more than 100 years of active military experi- 
ence covering three wars and every theatre of 
US operations. Of the 100 years some 25% was 
spent in service as enlisted men, so that the 
selected officers understand both sides of the 
military life. Between them, it should also be 
mentioned, they have received some 20 
awards for valour, ranging from the Purple 
Heart to the Navy Cross. The members of the 
symposium, none now serving, are: 

Charles C. Cooke, Air Force lieutenant- 
colonel. A 1954 graduate of the U.S. Naval 
Academy, he resigned in 1969 to become a 
special assistant on Vietnam affairs to the then 
Under-Secretary of State, Elliott Richardson. 
Later he followed Richardson to Health, 
Education & Welfare and serves as special 
assistant on matters affecting young people. 

William C. Holmberg, Marine lieutenant- 
colonel. Recently retired for physical reasons, 
he is a World War II enlisted man who gradu- 
ated in 1959 from the U.S. Naval Academy. He 
is now Deputy Director for Public Information 
of the Selective Service system, working to 
make the impact of the draft less abrasive to 
and better understood by young people. 

Edward L. King jr, Army _ lieutenant- 
colonel. Because of his unwillingness to fight 
in Vietnam he retired last June after 22 years’ 
active service. His final assignment was 
Military Secretary to the Inter-American 
Defense Board with the Joint Chiefs of Staff. 

Willard F. Lochridge IV, Marine captain. 
Currently a computer specialist with U.S. Time 
Sharing Corporation, he completed his active 
duty in early 1969. 

Alex F. Roland, Marine captain. A 1966 
graduate of the U.S. Naval Academy, he was 
teleased from active duty last summer and is 
now studying for a Ph.D. in military history at 
Duke University. 

Chairing the discussion is former Marine 
colonel Dr William R. Corson, author, 
economist, lecturer, and contributing editor to 
Penthouse. 


Penthouse: The Gates Report, with the 
President's commission, On an all—volunteer 
armed force, commented that “The, armed 
forces today play an honorable and important 
part in promoting the nation’s security, as they 
have since our freedoms were won on the 
battlefield at Yorktown. A fundamental con- 
sideration which has guided this commission 
is the need to maintain and improve the effec- 
tiveness, dignity, and status of the armed forces 
so they may continue to play their proper role.” 
How do the members of the symposium 
visualize the current effectiveness, dignity.and 
status of the armed forces ? 

Holmberg: It seems to me that the entire 
military is a mission-oriented organization— 
and as long as our mission and the accomplish- 
ment of that mission embraces elements of 
obvious need, dignity and respect as per- 
ceived by the people, we're all set. But when the 
accomplishment of the mission is not seen by 
the American people as being dignified or 
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necessary, then we're bound to suffer. 


Penthouse: Are you saying the American 
public in general has lost confidence in the 
ability of the armed services to do their job ? 
Holmberg: No, | think they basically feel that 
the mission assigned the military by the 
Commander-in-Chief is out of line with the 
priorities they consider necessary to the 
betterment of our society, to the achievement 
of peace, and to the advancement of mankind. 
Roland: Having just left the military, I’m forced 
to conclude from my own experience that the 
military cannot perform its function. It has lost 
a war which it said it could win, and | haven't 
seen it do anything with a sufficient degree of 
efficiency to make me believe that it can even 
accomplish the mission of defending the 
country. 

Penthouse: Comparing five years ago with 
today, is the combat effectiveness of the 
armed forces up or down ? 


Cooke: In terms of combat effectiveness vis-a- 
vis blooded soldiers, we're probably more 
effective than we were in 1965. But the 
question is, are we more combat-effective in 
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the kinds of combat that we ought really to be 
fighting ? My guess is that we are not. We are 
less capable. However, | generally look at it 
on another plane, that of professionalism. As 
professionals, the military have to be flexible 
and address the real needs of the country’s 
defense. | don’t think that has been done. 
We've lost combat effectiveness because we 
don’t know how to fight the kind of combat 
that we're up against, or the kind of combat 
that we are likely to be up against in future. 
Penthouse: This is quoting General Westmore- 
land, the Army’s Chief of Staff: “I bet that 
Russian Army is jealous as hell. Our troops are 
here getting all this experience. We are learning 
about guerilla warfare, helicopters, vertical 
envelopment, gross artillery support. Those 
Russian generals would love to be here. Any 
true professional wants to march to the sound 
of gunfire.” Obviously many have marched to 
the sound of gunfire and you seem to think 
that the experience has not been all that rele- 
vant. Everyone in this room has participated. 
Do you think that that experience has been 
irrelevant the way Charlie Cooke does ? 

Lochridge: From my own experience, after 21 


effectiveness in small unit action is improved, 
perhaps because we are able to maintain 
effective flexibility without having to suffer a 
lot of the “‘top deck’’ pressures. The type of 
combat that | was directly involved in de- 
manded field decisions—decisions that only 
those who were there could make to survive 
and accomplish their missions. However, | 
experienced the other side of the coin when | 
returned to battalion and became involved 
with headquarters elements. Orders and direc- 
tives coming down were many times modified 
or tailored to fit current situations. Some of 
those orders obviously had a political odor to 
them—they stunk. | can clearly remember one 
to the effect that ‘U.S. units operating in South 
Vietnam cannot take the enemy under fire 
unless fired upon first.’ This order seemed to 
reappear in modified versions about once every 
six months. Under one of those versions, one 
of my best friends was killed because he was 
refused permission for a reconnaisance by fire 
while making a river crossing. | think political 
pressures in the Vietnam war, as well as per- 
haps in other wars, have weakened the combat 
effectiveness of our higher command structure. 
Over the. years this continued pressure has 
tended to disrupt our military system. 

Cooke: In terms of enlisted men, the NCO 
groups in general, and the officer corps up 
through the grade of captain, I'd say that the 
Army is a hell of a lot more professional now 
than it was in 1965. But above captain, the 
officer corps begins to become corrupted (if 
that’s the word) and the higher you go, the 
less professional they are. We've gained 
effectiveness and efficiency at the lowest 
level; the problem is, as | see it, that, it isn’t 
being transferred up. And the reason is that the 
captains and majors that don't get corrupted 
by the system get so disgusted with it that they 
leave. In essence, those remaining to go on to 
be lieutenant-colonels and generals are guys 
who are willing to be bought off. 

Holmberg: What do you mean by being bought 
off, Charlie ? 

Cooke: In very simple terms, guys who are not 
willing to say no to their superiors. 

Lochridge: I'll agree with that. | saw that 
happen when | went back to Headquarters 
Marine Corps. | think that that was when the 
reality of Stateside service hit me smack in the 
face. Suggestions and new ideas that | offered 
just seemed to be flatly turned down without 
reason, whereas in Vietnam | had superior 
officers who would listen. 

Penthouse: This could be the criticism of any- 
one at the bottom of the pyramid, that the 
person at the bottom always knows how to do 
it better than the person at the top. Do you 
believe your ideas were rejected out of hand 
just because you were at the bottom ? 
Lochridge: | think some of my ideas should have 
been accepted, because they were general 
enough and had actually been used at other 
duty stations. A few of them were not even my 
own, but learned from superior officers that | 
had worked for earlier in my career. It just 
appeared as if experience could not be 
implemented. ; 
Penthouse: How do we ensure that the best 
people get to the top? 

Roland: | came across this problem when meet- 
ing people of field grade—majors and lieutenant- 
colonels. | was trying to deal with them and 
getting nowhere. | had the feeling that the 
superstructure above me was divided into two 
levels; the flag rank type of decision was made 
by World War Il people basically, and the 
junior colonel type of decision was made by 


Korea people. It was the Korea people | ran 
up against, and | had the feeling that they 
emerged from the war with accelerated rank, 
and from 1953 on they didn't do a thing 
because that ensured promotion—if you didn’t 
do anything, you couldn't do anything wrong. 
It wasn't that they were rejecting my ideas 
per se—they just didn’t want any input. The 
only way to break that gap was by going a step 
above them, but how do you get through to a 
general to try to tell him a problem when you 
are a captain ? | just don’t know; | could never 
do it. | could go as high as a full colonel, but | 
ran into the same kind of problem there. 
Cooke: One time | had the chance to escort 
General Kenny, who was head of MacArthur's 
air forces during World War II. He is a great guy 
and he always has great tales. At any rate, | 
drove with him as his escort officer from Denver 
to the Air Force Academy, a trip of about an 
hour and a half, and | had many questions to 
ask him. One in particular was: “What would 
you say was the greatest difference between 
the Air Force today (this was about 1964) and 
the Air Corps that you were in?” He was in 
the Air Corps from the beginning with Hap 
Arnold and the rest of the earlier pioneers. 
He said: “Well, the problem today is that 
nobody says no any more. When | was with 
Hap Arnold, and he was the Chief of Staff, 
I'd go into his office, he’d tell me he was going 
to do so-and-so, and I'd tell him it was no 
damn good and we'd sit and scream and shout 
at One another. After a while he'd either say, 
‘Well, okay, I've changed my decision,’ or ‘My 
decision holds and this is the way we are 
going to do it.’ At which time we'd shake 
hands and go to the club and have a drink.” 
Kenny continued: ‘That doesn’t happen 
today.’ My own experience in the Air Force 
was, if you said no to your superior, if you 
complained about what they were doing and 
thought it was wrong, that you got a hearing 
all tight, but the next thing you knew you had 
your orders to Thule or some place like that. 
They just cut you out because they don't want 
any kind of opposition. 

Penthouse: What has happened to the ability 
we once had to communicate ? 

Holmberg: I’m not sure anything has. | remem- 
ber at the Naval Academy coming up with 
what | thought was a complete solution to the 
athletic program, and having several people 
work on it. We went to the Director of Athletics, 
who took a look at it and said it was not a bad 
idea but he was just not going to implement it. 
Of course, we got madder than hell and argued 
with him. He then went to his filing cabinet and 
said: “I’m going to put this thing right here; 
when you get to be Director of Athletics, go 
ahead and implement it.’ | think we accepted 
that. Today, though, there is an element of 
impatience on the part of youth, and they are 
just not willing to wait to be Chief of Staff, or 
General or Colonel or whatever. It’s increase 
of impatience on the part of younger men 
rather than a weakéning of communications. 
Cooke: From my experience in Vietnam and the 
Pentagon, and from watching guys go up the 
ladder and make their star (theoretically this is 
what you're aiming for in the military), it’s not 
only the impatience factor which is damned 
important, but also the hopelessness factor. 
It's a question of watching people who do not 
deserve their rank constantly getting promoted 
—individuals getting promoted to general who 
their own peers didn't think and most of their 
subordinates didn't think should have made 
general. These guys made it because they 
listened to what their superiors told them they 


wanted to hear and then turned around and 
told it to their superiors. We are promoting and 
encouraging an officer corps in the US armed 
forces—| think this is true of the Army and of 
the Air Force—who are incapable of listening, 
and who will not act on anything that appears 
to be outside what their superiors want. 
Penthouse: But is this any different than it was 
10, 20, or 30 years ago? 

Roland: Yes, and that’s exactly why I’m here; 
why | think we're all here. | understand your 
position at the Academy; my sense of efficacy 
there was at a career high. You were dealing 
with an individual who was responding to you 
as a person. You said: ‘He's all wrong; | 
know he’s wrong, and I’m going to change 
things when I’m running the show.” But things 
are different now. The middle management in 
the officer structure is no longer dealing with 
junior officers as responsible factors in the 
scheme of things because it’s become too 
concerned with technology. The middle man- 
agement are so wrapped up in their toys, in 
their planes that don’t fly, their tanks that 
don't run, their rifles that don’t shoot, that 
they've forgotten the people who have to 
make this system function. Your captains aren't 
going to tolerate this for 20 years just to get 
their fingers in the pie. If | could offer a brief 
example ... A junior officer goes to a bird 
colonel with a problem and the following con- 
versation ensues: 

JO: Colonel, | have a problem in the motor pool 
that requires some command attention. 

Col: Negative response. 

JO; But Colonel, this is important. 

Col: How many trucks do you have in the motor 
pool and how much does each one cost? 

JO gives listing while Colonel scribbles furiously 
on scratch pad. 

Col: All of your trucks put together donot cost as 
much as one of my airplanes. (End of audience.) 
Lochridge: You are saying they are really more 
concerned with themselves than they are with 
their mission, with what's going to propel 
themselves up the ladder of rank ? 

Roland: Right, and they think the technology is 
going to do it. 

Lochridge: Since I've been out of the Marine 
Corps two years I've been selling computer 
services to the military. | have met many senior 
salesmen who sell anything and everything to 
the military establishment. Some of these “old” 
salesmen say that if you want a long-term 
sale, pick out a light colonel or a bird colonel. 
Discover his mission and sell to his specific 
tasks to fulfil that mission. If you are good 
enough at selling your product, your product 
can become that colonel’s emotional dream 
to make general. There are a lot of old colonels 
living on emotional dreams that slowly ran out 
of funds. 

Cooke: Yeah, and that’s not all of it, Bill. Part of 
it is that as a lieutenant and a captain, you 
don’t represent a threat to a colonel or a 
lieutenant-colonel, or a general. But, when 
you get to be a major or a lieutenant-colonel 
you may represent a threat. Your view might be 
the view that gets accepted, and then the 
guy you're talking to is going to be out because 
he refused to accept it at all. So you now 
represent a threat to him personally, and he’s 
going to turn you off as fast as he can. 
Penthouse: Ed King, just before your retirement 
you were in the Joint Chiefs of Staff as a senior 
lieutenant-colonel. Did you find that your 
ability to try to bring about change was in- 
hibited ? 

King: It certainly was. Let me give you an 
example. | was a military secretary for four 
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international bodies, and as such, | worked for 
three bosses—Army, Air Force, and Navy types. 
| was assigned to the Joint Staff, so | took this 
to mean that | looked at the big-picture aspect, 
not just a service point of view. | had a Joint 
Staff function in Plans & Policy to come up 
with broad international papers to feed to my 
boss, who was chairman of the United States 
delegation. | wrote up a paper after a swing 
through Latin America pointing out that most 
of the senior guys down there were castoffs, 
trying to hide out until their retirement, and 
meantime causing a lot of problems. So | 
recommended a reduction of the military 
groups by about 50 percent, particularly the 
people who weren't producing. About an hour 
after this paper hit the services | was called 
down by an Army type and asked if | had 
checked this idea out with anybody in the Army 
before writing it. | said no. | didn’t think it was 
necessary to do so, | was looking at the problem 
from a JCS point of view. | was told: ‘Don’t 
forget you come home in two years and when 
you do, that’s a green suit you have on. What 
your paper does is to cut the Army out of 
general officer spaces and we are not about 
to lose those spaces.’ So what I’m saying, in 
effect, is there isn't really any leeway to bring 
about change even at the Joint Chiefs of Staff 
level. You play the game if you want to get 
ahead in your service. 

Holmberg: My experience in the military 
apparently was different. | always felt that | had 
a change lever available that permitted me to 
use my skills and experience to bring about 
the kinds of things | thought were necessary. 
lf | personally did not manipulate that change 
lever adequately, that was my fault. There were 
occasions, of course, where | didn’t have the 
kind of latitude | wanted. But if you kept your 
hand on the lever, kept working, and were 
willing to pay the price, you could bring about 
the kinds of changes that were necessary. If 
we create the impression that senior com- 
manders don't want change, don’t want pro- 
gress, we're misleading. | think they do want 
to do the right things, but there are all kinds of 
reasons why they don't operate as efficiently as 
they should. 

Penthouse: These are internal problems and 
not unique, but are they chronic at this stage ? 
King: Yes, | think it’s indicative of the internal 
situation. 

Penthouse: Shifting to a related topic, we have 
external problems which intrude into the 
services. The military was integrated in 1948 by 
President Truman. Since then there have been 
attempts at implementation, but today the race 
relations problem in the armed forces is serious. 
If the command structure has closed its ears, 
how are we going to solve race problems 
partly originated outside, and brought into the 
armed services ? 

Holmberg: In trying to address the black/white 
problem, which is really fundamental to a more 
severe problem, the human problem, you find 
as you go down the road that the kinds of skills 
you learn throughout your military education are 
really not adequate to this problem. It’s a 
critical problem, so we've got to apply a level 
of resources to match its magnitude. | found 
myself making all kinds of ridiculous mistakes 
that perhaps a more competent guy would not 
have made, but at least | was trying. Of course 
when you start making mistakes, it manifests it- 
self in your organization; your authorized 
absence rate goes up, or your incident rate 
goes up, or the number of people with prob- 
lems goes up. Simply because you're trying to 
address a problem, you're stitring the pot. 
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Your staff NCOs and your junior officers 
become uncomfortable because people only 
like to do things they know how to do. Once 
in a while you'll find a dedicated and flexible 
guy who's anxious to ride with you; but by and 
large, the system is not going to cooperate 100 
percent. But that’s not unique to the military. 
Anybody addressing the problem here in 
Washington, D.C., in Watts, in the universities, 
or at General Electric, has similar fundamental 
handicaps. You can’t take an NCO who per- 
ceives that the way to success is to shine his 
shoes, to keep his hair cut short, take orders, and 
to fire his rifle properly, and suddenly tell him that 
what he has to do now is to solve the human 
problem in his squad. He says: ‘‘Okay boss, 
tell me how | solve this human problem.” And 
you say: “Gunny, | don't really know. | can 
kind of point you in the right direction and we 
can work on this thing together.’’ He becomes 
frustrated, because you've given him a problem 
and you haven't given him the skills to solve it. 
That’s where we've got to move; to find 
the techniques to solve these problems. The 
system, unfortunately, is certainly going to 
punish you if you're not successful, and perhaps 
reward you if you are. So it takes a pretty 
courageous guy to play the ballgame. 
Penthouse: Will the system punish you for 
trying ? 
Holmberg: | think that the system is lenient 
with you for trying, for the system itself knows 
that the problem has to be solved. 
Cooke: | disagree with that. Let me discuss a 
very controversial guy, John Vann, in Vietnam. 
One of his big pitches (and | think correctly so) 
is that we in the United States are all hung up 
on the success syndrome. In other words, 
you've got to have a guy that has 100 per cent 
success, or at least 98 per cent. To make the 
kind of change that Bill Holmberg’s talking 
about takes about 50 per cent failure, or maybe 
40 per cent, and the armed forces are not willing 
to accept a 50 per cent or 40 per cent failure rate. 
‘Penthouse: Is the command structure of the 
armed forces racist in its orientation ? 
Roland: Yes, but not much more so than the 
society at large. If our former Commander-in- 
Chief can suppress this racism, then the 
military can also fall in line, at least pro rata. 
But the point is that they won't do this except 
in response to a crisis. If a captain sees a 
potential racial problem at his level, he’s going 
to have to take that 98 per cent chance of 
professional suicide if he wants to attempt a 
solution. However, once there have been a few 
riots, a fatality or two, and the rising spectre of 
mutiny, then the Commandant will make the 
gratuitous concession that there is a racial 
problem in the military. From then on the 
captain's odds improve to about 50-50 because 
if he fails he is at least in the company of 
colonels and generals who are doing no better. 
What is sad in all this is that the captain has to 
wait for the Commandant to hold reveille 
before he can get an audience with anyone 
else in the chain. If the Commandant says there 
is no race problem, then everyone along the line 
had best put on his rose-tinted glasses. 
Penthouse: Would you say, Ed, that the armed 
forces, for the past 20-odd years, have pursued 
in top selection their own form of a “Southern 
strategy’ ? 
King: | can speak only from the Army side, but 
! don’t think it's been a racist policy as such. 
It’s just that the average Army officer has had 
a Southern root. The NCO also generally has 
a Southern root, and therefore he looks at 
racism in a different way. The problem with the 
Army as | see it is not just the racism, but that 


the Army is discriminatory in many ways 
besides race. It’s discriminatory in officer 
promotion. For example, of the 16 four-star 
Army generals on active duty today, only one 
is not a West Point graduate. Yet, West Point 
furnishes only 3.7 per cent of the Army officer 
corps. This means that in 1969, 96 per cent of 
the officer corps could only furnish 154 general 
officers out of the 520 on active duty. This is 
like telling a fellow going to work for General 
Motors that he can’t be a director on the board 
unless he went to Yale. The Army is also dis- 
criminatory in promotion of enlisted men; you 
almost have to be a WASP to make E-9. The 
whole system, the whole Army system today, 
is based on favoritism and discrimination; if 
you want to throw racism in there with it, it 
will fit. But to go after just racism is to go at 
only one piece of a big problem. | think it would 
be better to eliminate discrimination at the top, 
so that West Point classes don't keep running 
the Army for the next 100 years. | mean, the 
class of ‘37 marches out of the top jobs and the 
class of ‘38 marches in. No classmate questions 
another, so nothing changes. There is no 
healthy competition in such a system where 
classmates and roommates from one small 
military school, usually with a narrow view- 
point, take over from each other in managing 
the army of a democratic republic. It is 
because of the succession of these closed 
minds that racism continues, along with many 
other problems. We need a spell of men with 
liberal civilian educations running the Army. 
You don’t get racist policies changed because 
the class buddies, as they march in and take 
over, don't see them. They've never been 
exposed to them. Their first exposure to racism 
is when they arrive at Ft. Benning or Ft. Bragg 
as a second-lieutenant, and they see the black 
soldiers who salute them and “Yes, sir’ them, 
but most just don’t know the problem of what 
it is like to be a black (or white) private in the 
US Army today. Some are learning, but these 
are young officers at the bottom. 
Penthouse: Is there a possibility of a dialogue 
between black and white as long as the rank 
and command structure exists as it does? 
Holmberg: Yes there is. There’s no question 
about that. They're glad to talk. It’s my personal 
observation, and this may be unkind to say, 
but the average black is psychologically 
fragile. One of the ways to give himself alittle 
bit of stability is to talk. If you're willing to listen 
he'll talk, but he wants some action out of the 
talk. So the problem is not establishing 
dialogue, but providing a system so that what 
comes out of the dialogue has a chance to bring 
aboutchange. 
Penthouse: And this means support. 
Holmberg: To be relieved as a commander is 
the instantaneous chopping block. There are all 
levels of the chopping block. One is that you 
don’t get promoted the next time, or you do get 
promoted the next time but not the second 
time, or you lose your marbles as far as general 
rank is concerned. But I’ve never seen a head 
go on the block and get whacked off immedi- 
ately, relieved of command, for trying to do the 
right thing. 
Cooke: In the Marine Corps, now that Bill 
Corson is gone, the kind of things that he was 
working on with regard to race relations are 
starting to fade already, according to some 
reports I’ve had. Here’s the personal aspect that 
you were talking about earlier, and the point is 
the system hasn't picked it up. 
Holmberg: | think the system perceives a 
different solution. | think the Marine Corps 
says: “Well, we're going to start phasing down 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 30 
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42745 WOODSTOCK— 
Soundtrack (3 records) 
Cotil LP 


44365 JACQUES BREL 
—If You Go Away 
Phili LP 


30607 FOUR TOPS— 
Still Waters Run Deep 
Motow LP,8TR,CASS 


67510 THREE DOG 
NIGHT—Naturally 
Dunhi LP, 8TR, CASS 


17008 HANDEL— 
Messiah (3 records) 
Phili LP 


38373 IKE & TINA 
TURNER—Workin’ 
Together 
Liber LP 


OF AMERICA—The Wo 


Everything Is Everything 


39095 BUDDY RICH— 
Buddy & Soul 
WorPa LP, 8TR, CASS 


ade MELANIE Can- 
dies | 
Budda | LP, BTR, CASS 


€ "s 
65784 MELANIE— 
Leftover Wine 

Budda LP, 8TR, CASS 


44745 BOBBY GOLDS- 
BORO—Greatest Hits 


UniAr LP, 8TR, CASS 


39071 5TH DIMENSION 
—Age of Aquarius 
SouCi LP, 8TR, CASS 


THEM Aas cTRERAPAS Aly, +BY 
TMTR GREATEST MIT 


31787 MAMAS & 
PAPAS —16 Greatest 


Hits 
Dunhi LP, 8TR, CASS 


44728 FERRANTE & 
TEICHER—Play 
Midnight Cowboy 
UniAr LP, 8TR, CASS 


30628 JACKSON 5 
Third Album 
Motow LP, 8TR, CASS 


66703 CURTIS MAY- 
FIELD—Curtis 
Curto LP, 8TR, CASS 


39089 5TH DIMENSION 
—Greatest Hits 
SouCi LP, 8TR, CASS 


38364 CANNED HEAT 
—Future Blues 
Liber LP, 8TR, CASS 


44378 PAUL MAURIAT 
—Gone Is Love 
Phili LP, 8TR, CASS 


lo DENNIS YOST & 
CLASSICS IV— 

Golden Greats 

Imper LP, 8TR, CASS 


43860 ERROLL GAR- 
NER—Feeling Is 
Believing 

Mercu LP, 8TR,CASS 


67511 STEPPENWOLF 
Dunhi LP, 8TR, CASS 


38358 VIKKI CARR— 
Nashville By Carr 
Liber LP, 8TR, CASS 


12121 3 CENTURIES 
OF MILITARY MUSIC 
Pirou LP, 8TR, CASS 


42765 ROBERTA 
FLACK—Chapter Two 
Atlan LP, 8TR, CASS 


65775 VERY BEST OF 
LOVIN’ SPOONFUL 
Kamsu LP, 8TR. CASS 


66671 re EARTH 
—Ecolog 
RarEa 1p 8TR, CASS 


48794 BEVERLY 
SILLS—Sings Mozart 


& Strauss 
ABC LP, 8TR, CASS 
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FIGHTING TALK 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 26 


now, and getting rid of a lot of people. It's 
easier to get rid of the troublemakers than to try 
to correct the problem.” That is unfortunate. 
It may be good for the Marine Corps, but it’s 
tough on the country. 

Penthouse: When we start driving out what 
you call troublemakers, are we driving out 
originality, the capacity to cope? Let's take 
another specific issue. Drugs are a part of the 
American scene. Is it possible that a colonel 
who has never sniffed pot can evaluate what 
should be done to solve this problem? 
Holmberg: If he’s sitting at the regimental level 
or the division level, | think you’re right. But 
| think a troop-handling captain or lieutenant 
can, because he’s living with it every day. 
He doesn’t have to go out and shoot H, take 
!SD or smoke pot to perceive the problem. 
| think these lieutenants and captains can 
succeed in the system and bring about 
meaningful change. 

King: | don’t think that’s going to happen, 
because the captain and lieutenant on the 
Army side are going to have to get the colonels’ 
and the generals’ agreement, and the colonel 
and the general are not going to give that 
agreement. They won't, as you say, put his 
head on the chopping block and relieve him— 
that’s too clean. They'll give him the old 
efficiency-report treatment which will cut him 
enough points that he'll never make major. 
If he’s got 12 years in then he’s hooked— 
his wife has the third kid on the way and there’s 
a house mortgage, and car payments. He's not 
going to stick his neck out two inches unless 
he thinks that Col. Blockhead is going to 
back him. As | said in my New Republic 
article, let’s not make it a crime to make a 
mistake. That's how lieutenants get to be good 
captains and captains get to be good majors. 
Penthouse: In the last five years the qualifica- 
tions for initial appointment for commission 
and rank have been cut by at least 60-70 per 
cent in educational or even physical! require- 
ments. At a time when we need the best talent 
available we're now taking in the least. And 
we are confronting them with greater prob- 
lems. Is there any likelihood that they are going 
to be able to solve them ? 

Roland: | would say that of late there has been 
a decline in the caliber of junior officers 
entering the ranks, but that occurs in almost any 
wartime build-up. More important is the 
caliber of officers retained on active duty for a 
career—and here the decline is critical. 
Lochridge: What type of a person are we talking 
about—a college graduate who is drafted and 
finds himself a buck private in the Army ? If so, 
then when confronted with regular duties of a 
private is he saying, “Hell, I've been to college 
for four years and now | am a clerk typist’? 
Is this the type of guy who’s venting his 
frustrations by sitting down and smoking pot 
or taking drugs ? 

Roland: No. The less intelligent troops are the 
ones who resort to the tactics of racial protest 
and drugs. 

Holmberg. My little sample indicated that the 
average black kid coming into the Marine 
Corps has about a 9th-grade education, and 
an lO of about 90. The average white kid comes 
in with about 11th-grade education and an IO 


of about 100. And this is measured in boot. 


camp. They test him, determine his past skill 
training and his desires, and then assign him. 
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So the white kids end up in aviation, electronic 
repair and the more sophisticated units, and 
the black kids end up in the combat arms, less 
sophisticated units. 

A black kid looks at all this and he says: “I’m 
being discriminated against.’ For example, 
when | took over my command, | let everybody 
know how | felt about these things. A few 
weeks later, a black Marine came up and said: 
“Did you know that you have an all white CP 
here ?’’ | checked and found that there wasn’t 
a black face in the whole command post. So 
| said: “I’m going to correct this thing.” | 
couldn't correct it, because the black kids in 
the battalion didn’t have the skills to fit into 
the command post structure. | made a token 
effort by making a black my CO’s driver and 
another the driver for the S3 and | put another 
black Marine in the message center. 

The basic problem is that the kids come in 
without the necessary skills, and to spread them 
equally throughout the structure you've got to 
provide something like compensatory educa- 
tion early in the game. Now this offends 
people. The blacks say: “Wait a minute, you 
can't stereotype us like that. |’ve got four years 
of college and an !O of 152. | don’t want any 
compensatory education when | go through 
basic training.” It’s true you can't stereotype 
blacks any more than you can stereotype 
whites, but we simply have to provide the 
techniques at the beginning of a man’s service 
to fit him for an equal opportunity to get 


@@ 


Vietnam has no 

popular heroes. How 
can we attract 

students with no heroes ? 


peed 
promoted. 


Penthouse: Is there any likelihood of any 
success in this ? 

Roland: Not until we get out of the present 
rut. Viewed from the perspective of World War II, 
when the military was blatantly segregated, 
there has been a certain continuum of progress 
toward equal opportunity. However, protest 
from black servicemen has been steadily on the 
increase because of what | can’t help calling the 
credibility gap. Most battalion commanders 
today could talk themselves blue trying to 
explain why they have an all-white CP, and 
the reasons may be entirely legitimate, but 
back in the barracks that militant black corporal 
is going to win the argument because the 
average lieutenant-colonel is just not believable. 
The same thing applies to the drug issue. | 
firmly believe that the average pusher out in 
town enjoys greater credibility than the average 
lieutenant-colonel. 

King: Alex is saying, and | agree with him, that 
there is a great degree of bitterness in the 
enlisted ranks today—more than | have ever 
known in my time in the army, and | came in as 
a private. | have been in five basic training 
centers and commanded some basic training 
companies and, no matter how hard you tried, 
when the kid left basic training he was a poorly 
trained soldier and the Army had lost him. He 
hated the Army, he was only living to get out 
of the Army. What does that ? 

Lochridge: Somewhere before joining the 
military these youngsters are deprived of 
proper preparation. Perhaps this is where we 
let them down, and now they are letting us 
know we let them down. 


Penthouse: Maybe what emerges is a system 
that is not as responsive as it might be; but 
the system is made up of people—and we were 
part of that system, each of us for varying 
lengths of service from five to 25 years—and 
the system is only going to be improved through 
an improvement in the people coming in. If 
we don’t get improved people to cope with the 
greater problems of today than several years 
back, then what's going to happen ? 
Cooke: |'d like to be more basic than that. 
To me the military ethic is to serve the society 
of which it is part. What has happened over 
the past 20 years is that it is becoming less and 
less a part of that society. One of the most 
important reasons—to use a term you invented 
for the kinds of things we see in Vietnam, but 
they're also right here in this country—is The 
Golden Ghetto. We have the military living 
on bases; they have their own stores, their 
own medical system, and they don’t have to 
mingle with society. We are back to where the 
military was in the late 19th century. Sam 
Huntington’s thesis is that the military had 
then isolated itself so far from society that it 
developed its own ethic, virtue, reward, and 
values. And we're now in that process again, 
right here in the 1970s in this country. So, how 
can we recruit people, how can we correct the 
system, how can we engage those kinds of 
people that we really need in the military today ? 
We can’t, unless the’ military realizes the fact 
that it is indeed a part of society, that it has to 
live in the American society, and it can’t 
reject society. 
King: In the JCS a critical problem is the 
belief that the interests of the nation take a back 
seat to the interests of the Air Force, Navy and 
Army. This is what causes the junior officer 
not to understand what the national objectives 
are, because the people at the top don’t 
understand them in terms of the Army’s goals 
and the Air Force’s and the Navy's goals. These 
are not. necessarily the goals that are best for 
the people of the United States. You raise 
your hand and swear to serve and defend the 
Constitution, but you then spend the next 27 or 
30 years of your life promoting and defending 
a service, not the Constitution. 
Penthouse: Perhaps the students see this. In 
each of America’s wars there have been popular 
heroes, but though there are people who have 
won many decorations in Vietnam there are no 
popular heroes. The kind of prestige associated 
with General Westmoreland is not what was 
associated with, say, General Bradley or 
General Eisenhower or General MacArthur. 
Yet students represent the primary source of 
the officer flow. If we cannot get from the 
student population the necessary officers to 
lead and to solve these problems at the junior 
officer level, how can the nation and the 
military survive ? 
Roland: A captain | know has managed to have 
two majors driven out of the service by having 
his wife supply her Congressman with infor- 
mation on specific instances of gross incom- 
petence. This kind of man, if he’s smart enough 
and can bite his tongue long enough, is going 
to be around when the bottom falls out of the 
current debacle. What he’s planning on—and 
rightfully so—is that he’s going to be one of the 
few competent officers around when the 
smoke clears. If the system is currently pre- 
selecting bungling idiots, as | believe it is, then 
it is also, in spite of itself, retaining a small 
corps of capable people who can see that their 
competition for flag rank is something less than 
challenging. 
Cooke: Let me add two caveats to that. One is, 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 92 
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y military day began as usual, in 
that | arrived at the Pentagon 
precisely at 0830 hours in the 

company of a vicious hangover. The two 
of us then proceeded smartly up to my 
desk in SPIT (Scientific Projects Inves- 
tigation Team) where, having nothing 
on hand of a higher priority, | began to 
doodle my name on the desk blotter. | 
had just written “2nd Lieutenant Harvey 
J. Ward, Jr.” for the third time when | 
heard a familiar voice. 

“Loo-tent Ward, suh !" the voice said, 
“thu’ gen-rul’s a-hankerin’ afta yuh!” 

The sense was unpleasant enough; 
the sound was worse: as if someone 
had filled up a Waring Mixer with 
marbles and turned it on High. 

“An’ I'm a-hankerin’ afta the gen-rul, 
Sergeant McMurdo,” | said, ‘‘ah declah 
| don’ b'lieve | done so much dang 
hankerin’ in all my born days !”’ 

McMurdo was the red-necked, mean- 
faced Kentuckian who was in charge of 
SPIT Enlisted Personnel and | made fun 
of him whenever possible. The plan was 
that one day he would lose control of 
himself and hit me and then they would 
take him far, far away and lock him up in 
a dungeon full of rats and spiders and 
| would never have to hear his wretched 
voice again. 

| left for Claypole’s office and Mc- 
Murdo, his face encouragingly con- 
gested with loathing, watched me go. 


Vice-president Spiro T. Agnew 
has logged up such an amazing 
record of personal appearances 
that an activist group called OAIE 
(One Agnew Is Enough) is 
claiming that the White House 
is operating several Agnews at 
once. A suggestion which the 
White House officially denounced 
as: ‘So-called New Left lunatic 
fringe hysteria and hogwash” 


HUMOR BY RORY HARRITY 


she 
terrible 
revenge 
of 
Doctor 
Hiumanustert 


It's only a question of time, | thought 
with satisfaction. 

The general's secretary told me I'd 
have to wait a moment because the 
general had somebody with him. | sat 
down. A moment later, an incredibly 
loud belch thundered from within 
Claypole’s office. 

“Oh Christ,” | said, “not him again 2” 

“Yep, said the secretary, ‘‘old 
Rumble-guts himself.” 

Rumble-guts’ real name was Emman- 
uel B. Gatwick, PhD. He was a free- 
lance military scientist who'd invented 
a belching gas which he was trying to 
get SPIT to sponsor. Gatwick saw his 
ghastly vapor as a potent night-fighting 
device, particularly against snipers. The 
idea was that they would belch, thus 
betraying their positions. Also, he 
figured he had a great little anti- 
infiltrator on his hands in that “Charlie” 
couldn't sneak up on you so easily— 
wafting ghost-like through the jungle—if 
he was belching his head off all the time. 

This sort of thing was by no means 
far out by SPIT standards. Our job was 
(1) to investigate any scientific claim 
or project which might conceivably be 
of military use, (2) recommend or dis- 
approve such projects for government 
subsidy, and (3) check progress in the 
field among those subsidized. (In fact 
I'd only recently returned to Washington 
from just such an inspection tour). 


Cavernous belches continued to re- 
verberate from the general's office. 
Five minutes later the door opened and 
Out popped Gatwick, a shiny gas 
cylinder under each arm and a big 
smile on his face. 

“I've made it! he gasped trium- 
phantly, “I’m getting a government 
subsidy!” Still belching horribly, he 
left the office. 

| walked to the general's desk, saluted 
and said, ‘Good morning, sir!” 

“Brrruupppp .. . Ward, for Chrissake 
open a Goddamn window before | 
heave,’ said the general. 

“Yessir,” | opened a window. When 
the air had cleared, | said: ‘’Sir—you're 
not really going to recommend Gat- 
wick’s project, are you 2” 


“Why the hell shouldn’t 1?” barked 
the general. 
“Well, sir,” | said, “because this 


belching gas—l mean—it's ridiculous." 

“People thought the airplane was 
ridiculous, Ward,” he said, “‘they laughed 
at submarines. Besides,” he added, 
“I’m bored as a sonofabitch—l haven't 
stood four-square behind anything in 
weeks.” 

The general lighted up a long thin 
Panatella and blew a smoke-ring. Then 
he blew another one through the first 
one. ‘Neat, huh 2?” he said. 

“Yessir.” 

“O.K., Ward,” said the general with 


sudden brusqueness, “let's cut out the 
fucking around and get down to 
cases—namely, your inspection tour: 
how are things looking in the Field 2?” 

“Not too promising, sir, | said. “Both 
projects that | checked on this occasion 
are Currently stalemated.” 

“Which ones are they ?”’ 

“Operation Firewater, outside Joplin 
Missouri, and Operation Turnabout, in 
Upper New York State.” 

“Operation Firewater .. . Operation 
Firewater... .’’ mused the general, trying 
hard to place it. ‘Let's see—is that the 
One where powdered battery com- 
ponents are introduced into the enemy’s 
food so that when he urinates he 
electrocutes himself 2” 

“That's the one, sir,” | said. 

“Well, for Chrissakes, 
hang-up ?” 

“As | understand it, sir, making bat- 
tery components that will look and taste 
like rice.” 

“That shouldn't be too hard,” said the 
general uncertainly. ‘What's Operation 
Turnabout ?” 


what's the 


“Professor Hunsicker’s brainchild, 
sir,” | said. 
“Never heard of him,” said the 


general. 
“But you personally approved his 
scheme three months ago, sir,” | said. 
“Well just don’t stand there looking 
stupid, Ward,” said the general irritably. 


ovl Webb 


“Refresh my memory.” 

“Yessir. Hunsicker's idea was to 
manipulate the genes of potential 
enemy populations in such a way that 
all male babies would be born with a 
short left leg.” 

“What ?” 
WIEN 

“So that their armies would be in- 
capable of advancing,” | blandly ex- 
plained, “they'd just keep on going 
around in circles.” 

The general shook his head. “Jesus,” 
he said, “| must be losing my mind—or 
maybe | was drunk,” he added hope- 
fully. 

“As a matter of fact, sir, | believe you 
were.” 

“Thank God for small favors,” said the 
general. “Can't afford to go mental in a 
job like mine. Is Hunsicker getting any- 
where, | hope not ?” 

“Not really, sir. A few dozen mice, 
zig-zagging around—that’s about it.”’ 

“Well, put through a Termination Of 
Subsidy Order on the bastard right 
away, barked the general. ‘We've got 
enough cranks on the payroll without 
supporting an outright lunatic.” 

“Yessir.” 

“And that reminds me,” Claypole 
added: “| got a memo from Computer 
Records last week. They've turned up 
another one of these Goddamn World 
War Il hangovers—some Kraut scientist 
that’s been getting a subsidy since ‘46, 
name of Humanstein. Ever heard of 
him 2” 

mINONSiten 

“No, neither have |. But it’s the same 
old story—government’s been paying 
him for 24 years and nobody knows 
what the hell he’s doing.’” The general 
stubbed out his cigar and said, “‘person- 
ally | don’t give a damn—I mean, we 
didn’t recommend him, did we ?” 

“No, sir.” 

The general dug around on his desk, 
came up with a piece of paper and hand- 
ed it to me. “Anyhow,” he said, “‘here’s 
Humanstein’s address—lives just out- 
side Washington—check on him this 
afternoon, will you ?” 

“Yessir.” 

“And for Chrissakes, don’t forget to 
fire Hunsicker.”’ 

INOFsin. 

| saluted and left the general's office. 

Shortly afterwards | asked my secre- 
tary to ring Humanstein and tell him to 
expect me. Then—having nothing on 
hand of a higher priority—l went to 
lunch. 

Later that afternoon | reined my iron 
steed to a screeching halt outside 
Humanstein’s establishment. It was a 
ship-lap, rambling country house affair 
not far from Warrenton, Virginia, and a 
little brass plaque on the front door read 
“Happy Hollow Farm—Gottfried 
Humanstein, Prop.” 

| rang the bell. Some moments passed, 


spluttered the general: 
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and then | heard approaching footsteps. 
When the door opened, | frankly couldn't 
believe my eyes. | blinked, swallowed, 
and blinked again. There—scowling at 
me and still holding the doorknob— 
stood the Vice-President of the United 
States, Spiro T. Agnew. But before | 
could salute or anything, a white-haired 
little man, wearing a goatee, a black- 
ribboned monocle and a long white coat 
charged up the entrance hall, brandish- 
ing a large whip. 

“Naughty, naughty, naughty!" said 
the little man to the thickly built figure 
before me, “you know that you are not 
allowed in this part of the house!” 

“It is high time,” said the figure, “that 
the pernicious Radical-liberal minority 
in our great country which seeks to 
subvert and pervert the very values 
which made this nation the mightiest—" 

“That will do!” interrupted the little 
man sharply, at the same time cracking 
his whip at the feet of the figure: “Now 
get back where you belong at once!” 

With long strides and a mournful 
expression, the figure moved away into 
the house. The little man watched him 
go, whip at the ready. When the figure 
finally disappeared he put the whip 
down and walked quickly toward me, 
his hand extended, a broad, welcoming 
smile on his face. 

“Sorry about all that, Lieutenant 
Ward,” he said. “However please do 
come in—your secretary called and | 
have been expecting you. | am Professor 
Humanstein.”” We shook hands. “'l 
observe that you motored out from 
Washington,” he continued chattily as 
we moved inside. “Ah, but the Virginia 
countryside can be so beautiful at this 
time of year!” 

“Huh ? Oh, yeah .. . beautiful. Listen, 
professor,’ | said earnestly, ““who was 
that 2” 

“Who was who 2” said the professor. 

“That—that person who opened the 
door just now 2” 

“Well,” said Humanstein, “who did 
you think It was ?” 

“| know it sounds crazy,” | said “but 
for a moment | could have sworn it 
was the Vice-President of the United 
States.” 

“You are very kind,” said the professor. 
“Shall we go and have a drink 2?” 

Confused, disorientated and palpably 
uneasy | followed Humanstein into a 
well-appointed living room, where to 
my intense relief he built me a very stiff 
Scotch-and-soda. | took several quick 
large swallows of it and felt predictably 
better ... composure eddied back as the 
drink went back . . . obviously, the 
business of the mysterious stranger at 
the door had been a trick of the eye, or 
brain, or both—doubtless brought on, | 
thought with an interior, alcoholic 
smile, by the constant strain of under- 
work. 

“Now,” said Humanstein affably, “to 


what do | owe the pleasure of this 
visit 2” 

“Oh, it's purely routine, professor,” | 
said, ‘merely a sort of informal dropping- 
by. It’s just that, well—every now and 
then, the Pentagon likes to know how 
its scientists are getting along.” 

“A very understandable concern,” 
said Humanstein. ‘And | can assure the 
Pentagon—and you, my dear lieutenant 
—that | am getting along splendidly |” 

“Well, | certainly am glad to hear 
that, sir,” | said. 

“lam delighted that you are pleased,” 
said Humanstein. 

“Everything A.O.K., is it 2” 

“Absolutely first-rate.” 

“Grand... grand.” 

We smiled at each other in the some- 
what awkward silence that followed; 
then we smiled at the walls and into 
our drinks. Finally | decided to broach 
the real subject of my visit. 

“‘Uh—professor, there’s just one little 
matter I'd kind of like to straighten out 
as long as I’m here,” | said. 

“But certainly, lieutenant, certainly!" 
beamed Humanstein. 

“Well, the fact is sir,” | said, “that none 
of us down at the Pentagon seems to be 
one hundred per cent clear on exactly 
what itis you're doing up here.” 

“That is hardly surprising, Lieutenant 
Ward,” said Humanstein, “as no one 
has ever asked me. Not once, mind 
you—not once in 24 years. For all you 
people know, | could have been up 
here for a quarter of a century cutting 
out paper dolls !’° There was annoyance 
in the professor's voice. Clearly, official 
inattention had gotten under his skin 
with the passing decades. 

“We—we didn’t want to disturb you, ’ 
| said rather lamely. 

“It is no matter,” said the professor. | 
am now well used to solitude and 
obscurity. But come!” he cried sudd- 
enly, jumping up. ‘| will show you now 
my work !”" 

| followed Humanstein down a long 
corridor which led to the back of the 
house, At the end of it, he took a large 
key from his pocket and unlocked the 
door which was reinforced with a 
screening of heavy wire mesh. “After 
you, lieutenant,” he said. “It is now the 
exercise period.” 

| stepped out into a very large, high- 
walled courtyard. It was filled, rather to 
my surprise, with persons playing all 
manner of games—tennis, badminton, 
croquet, miniature golf, etc. | thought 
that for a man with a mystery project, 
Humanstein certainly kept enough as- 
sistants. And they couldn't be bothered 
with a show of industry, even at inspec- 
tion time. | found this irritating and said 
to the professor: “Well, sir, |’m glad to 
see that your staff is enjoying itself.” 

“My staff ?’’ exclaimed the professor. 
“But | have no staff! These people are 
my project |" 
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| looked again. 

In the next couple of minutes | did 
enough blinking and swallowing to 
last three shy people a lifetime: the 
staff consisted of 23 Spiro T. Agnews. 

“Professor,” | said shakily, “I don't 
think that this is very funny. You've 
obviously developed a new mind- 
bending drug and put it in my drink to 
prove its effectiveness. Frankly, | con- 
sider such behavior capricious and 
highly unprofessional. And I'm going 
to report to my superiors accordingly.” 

“Let us go back in the house and sit 
down,” said the professor soothingly. 
“You-are looking a little faint.” 

We returned to the living room. After 
I'd taken a chair Humanstein said: “Let 
me first assure you, my dear lieutenant, 
that you have not been drugged. The 
creatures that you have seen out there 
are not hallucinations—they are real.” 

“You're not going to sit there and tell 
me,” | said rather stupidly, “that there’s 
more than one Spiro Agnew in this 
world ?” 

“It is an interesting, if somewhat 
sobering thought,” said the professor, 
“but no. Of course there is only one 
original Agnew—the others which you 
have justseen are perfect reproductions.” 

My head was spinning. “But what 
earthly purpose—WHY ?” | managed to 
stammer. 

“| have been merely carrying out the 
orders which your government gave to 
mein1946,” said the professor. 

seu 

“At the time, I, like so many other 
captured scientists, was simply told to 
keep on doing whatever | had been 
doing in Germany, but tailored to meet 
American requirements.” 

“For God's sake, what were you doing 
in Germany ?! ?’ I cried. 

“Making Goerings,” said the professor 

“What ?" 

“Well. Mostly | was making Goerings,” 
said Humanstein reflectively. “| made 
the odd Goebbels or Himmler now and 
then, just for the hell of it.” 

| felt as if | were living a dream. And as 
in dreams, a vague panic began to well 
within me. | managed to fight it down, 
and said in a voice that was unnaturally 
calm: “Just why were you making 
Goerings, professor ?”’ 

“Because he was the Number Two 
man, at least in the minds of the German 
people,” said Humanstein. “And Hitler 
believed that Goering’s frequent ap- 
pearances in public were a great 
morale-booster.” 

TSO?) 
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“Private Communication by letter or 
telephone was highly unreliable in those 
days,’ said Humanstein.” The people in 
Bavaria, for example, had no idea what 
was happening in Prussia, and vice- 
versa.” 

“I still don’t get it,” | said. 

“It's really quite simple,” said the 
professor with a little smile: “Thirty-five 
Hermann Goerings were able to make a 
great many more public appearances 
than one Hermann Goering.” 

“You mean—" 


“Precisely. There were Goerings sim- 


ultaneously addressing crowds from one 
end of the Third Reich to the other. In 
this country,” he added, “I have made, 
over the years, a considerable number of 
Alben Barkleys and Richard Nixons. Not 
once were they employed— not once was 
their existence even realized ! Still, aman 
has his job to do,” sighed the professor, 
“however onerous it may be. And these 
days because of the challenge of its 
infinite complexity I’m making Spiro 
Agnews.” 

“But how on earth do you do it?” 
| said. 

“Will-power,”’ said Humanstein grim- 
ly, “sheer will-power.” 

“No, no,” | said, “what are the actual 
mechanics of the thing ?”’ 

“It is, I'm afraid, a little difficult to 
encapsulate,’ said the professor. “The 
process involves the use of many 
branches of medicine, physics and 
bio-chemistry—not to mention elec- 
tronics, endocrinology, genetics, neurol- 
ogy, simple plastic surgery and even 
three-dimensional photography. Nat- 
urally enough, one begins with fresh 
corpses and liberal supplies of blood, 
plus vital organs and other relevant and 
transplantable bodily bric-a-brac. Shall 
| take you through it step by step ?” 

“No, | don’t think that'll be neces- 
sary,’ | said, suppressing a shudder, “| 
probably wouldn't understand anyway.” 

“No,” acknowledged the professor, 
“probably nobody would.” 

“These—ah—creatures,” | said, “are 
they exact duplications in every way 2” 

“Substantially, yes,” © Humanstein 
said, “but one must logically assume 
that they are more fearsome and 
aggressive than the original.” 

“More fearsome and aggressive than 
the original 2?” 

“| know it is difficult to accept,”” he 
went on, ‘but it is probably true. You 
see, in order to make my creations 
function properly on the purely psycho- 
logical level—that is, emotion and 
personality-wise—they have each been 
provided with certain in-built moti- 
vational devices. These devices are in 
the form of tiny electronic plants 
imbedded deep in the brain, which 
activate the mental processes. Via 
these devices, each replica is pro- 
grammed to think like Mr Agnew— 
insofar as every word ever. uttered In 


-dusk and 


public by Mr Agnew, every quote, 
every speech, every joke, every comment 
and remark, however casual or seem- 
ingly unimportant—have all been fed 
into the electronic plants, which are 
similar to the memory banks of a 
computer.” 

“God in heaven,” | muttered, shaken 
by the implications. “In other words, 
these damned things are behavior— 
controlled solely on the basis of the 
public and political utterances of the 
original ?” 

“| am afraid so,” the professor 
admitted. “But | had no other means 
by which to construct the Agnew 
personality. | had only my television 
set, my radio, and of course a vast file 
of press clippings. The replicas are 
therefore mentally, emotionally and 
intellectually — uni-dimensional—and— 
since obtaining pertinent data was out 
of the question, they are sexually 
neuter.” 

“Do they have a will of their own ?” | 
asked. 

“Unfortunately, yes,” said Human- 
stein. ‘And frankly, without the massive 
sedation to which | constantly subject 
them, | wouldn't like to be responsible.” 

| left Happy Hollow Farm around 
returned to Washington, 
where, needless to say, | spent a restive 
night: of all the unwholesome nature- 
jiggerings I'd come across in working 
for SPIT, Humanstein’s operation was 
easily the most grotesque. Fighting 
unsuccessfully for sleep, | decided to 
report everything to General Claypole 
inthe morning. 

At 9:AM precisely | strode into his 
office and saluted. Claypole glanced at 
me. He was obviously in the grasp of a 
terrible hangover. Even his eyes were 
shaking. 

“Whatever it is, Ward,” he said, “make 
it brief. And for God’s sake don't raise 
your voice.” 

“It's about Professor 
sir,” | said. 

“Who's that ?” 

“The German scientist that’s been on 
the books for 24 years, sir—the one you 
had me check on yesterday.” 

“Oh, yeah... him,” said the general. 
“Well—what's he up to ?” 


Humanstein, 


“Sir,” [| said, “you're not going to 
believe this—" 

“Oh, yes | will, Ward,” said the 
general. “In a world where your 


individual human being can feel as bad 
as | do, anything is possible.” 

“Well, sir,” | said, ““Humanstein ts 
making exact replicas of Vice-president 
Agnew.” 

“Curious hobby,” mused Claypole. 
“Still... | don’t know... my great uncle 
used to whittle Teddy Roosevelts.”’ 

“You don’t understand, sir,” | said. 
“You see—" 

“Anyhow,” cut in Claypole im- 
patiently, ‘‘never mind about his hobbies 
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“Waiter, there's soup on my ty.. f 


Everything you always wanted to know about sex’ 


When a book is published with a title 
as omniscient as Everything you always 
wanted to know about sex, but were 
afraid to ask* the reader is entitled to 
expect that the information it provides 
will be accurate and reliable. This 
expectation is calculated to be rein- 
forced by the publisher's accompanying 
blurb, which makes such claims as 
“a unique, utterly candid guide to the 
facts of life... replacing ignorance with 
knowledge, fear with confidence, and 
explaining in full, once and for all...” 
Unfortunately, as a reader with special- 
ized knowledge, including more than 
30 years’ counselling in this field, | 
cannot go along with these sweeping 
claims. Indeed—despite the author's 
undoubted qualifications as a graduate 
of the University of Illinois Medical 
School, former chief of neuro-psychiatry 
at Walker Air Force Base Hospital and 
clinical research associate in the Depart- 
ment of Psychiatry at Harvard Medical 
School, prior to taking up private 
psychiatric practice in San _ Diego, 
California—l go so far as to say that 
this book is one of the most dangerous 
works on the subject of sex yet to 
appear in the bookshops. 

First, some simple points of fact. 

This is a book of reference, pre- 
sented in question-and-answer form, 


*by David Reuben M.D., published in the U.S. 
by the David McKay Co., and in the U.K. by 
W. H. Allen. 


SO NOW YOURE 


with a commendably full index. Glanc- 
ing down the index we come across the 
interesting word /nfindibulation, and 
turning to the text in Chapter 12 as 
directed we find the word repeated 
twice more, so that it occurs three times 
in all. Dr Reuben defines it as a process 
of sewing up the vagina entrance to 
prevent intercourse during the husband's 
temporary absence, and also a danger- 
ous practice of squeezing the base of 
the male urethra to prevent ejaculation. 
The word he means is not infindibu- 
lation, but infibulation. 

Another case of definition. On page 
191 the word pornography is given an 
incorrect derivation. | don’t know what 
dictionary Dr Reuben used, but the 
word comes from the Greek porne, a 
harlot, and graphos, writing. Originally 
it meant writing describing the prac- 
tices and manners of harlots. The 
author's word pornos meaning dirty, 
has never existed in the Greek language. 
Elsewhere in Chapter 12 the author 
writes that “each ejaculation can con- 
tain 4,000,000,000 sperm—that is, 
3,999,999,999 over the amount needed 
to get pregnant.” Now the average 
volume of male ejaculate after three 
days of abstinence from all sexual 
activity is 3.5 cc, and the maximum 
sperm-count so far recorded is 500 
million per cc, with the average at 
between 90 and 110 million per cc. 
Taking the upper limit of 110 cc, an 
ejaculation containing Dr Reuben’s 


figure of 4,000 million sperms would 
represent 36.3 cc of semen ejaculated 
But 36.3 cc represents nearly a third 
of a teacupful of semen—which is 
manifestly absurd. 

Dr Reuben knows it is absurd, be- 
cause on page 9 he writes: “On average 
there are about 500,000,000 sperm 
swimming in each quarter-ounce of 
semen...’ One-quarter ounce equals 
approximately 7 grams; 3.5 cc equals 
3.5 grams, the average ejaculate volume, 
which in turn equals one-eighth ounce ; 
so on the basis of Dr Reuben’s own 
figures the average ejaculate contains 
250,000,000 sperms not 4,000,000,000. 
Actually, most authorities state that 
the average ejaculate contains between 
250 and 400 million sperms. 

On page 8 Dr Reuben says, in 
relation to the first moment of orgasm: 
“At this point consciousness is obliter- 
ated and the man loses all contact with 
the world...” It is true that a number 
of men—and women—experience or- 
gasms so intense that they do become 
unconscious for two or three seconds 
at the very onset of orgasm. But even 
for them it is not a general experience. 
Besides, they are usually highly-sexed. 
In average-sexed people, this loss of 
consciousness can happen, but very, 
very infrequently and only when. all 
the circumstances have built up an 
extremely intense orgasm. The way 
Dr Reuben puts it implies that any 
man usually loses consciousness at the 
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onset of orgasm. Many of his readers 
will know that it does not happen to 
them, except possibly on rare occasions, 
and some may begin to worry that be- 
cause it does not happen to them as a 
matter of course, they must have some- 
thing wrong with them. Such is the 
power of the mind over sexual be- 
haviour that worry of this kind can lead 
to sexual difficulties. 

It may be that these are all cases of 
slipshod phrasing, but the fact that such 
errors occur at all in a work of such 
pretensions must raise doubts about 
the authority and dependability of the 
author's information. Certainly the point 
about losing consciousness in orgasm 
is in obvious conflict with Dr Reuben’s 
stated intention (page 4) that ‘The goal 
of this book is to replace ignorance 
with knowledge and replace fear with 
confidence’. One would have thought 
that as a psychiatrist Dr Reuben would 
have taken pains to avoid saying any- 
thing that might engender the smallest 
fear among those who fret over sus- 
pected sexual abnormalities, but | pro- 
test that in this book he has succeeded 
over and over in doing just the opposite. 

For example, male impotence is one 
of the most common and distressing 
of sexual dysfunctions. The partially 
impotent, and the totally impotent, male 
need all the encouragement that can be 
given to overcome their disability. 

As Dr Reuben quite rightly says, all 
cases of partial impotence and probably 
95 per cent of total impotence have 
psychological causes. In his section on 
“Impotence”, however, Dr Reuben says 
a good deal, in my view, not to en- 
courage, but to distress these sufferers. 
For example, it may be true that 
for the man who is potent with some 
women and impotent with others, 
“total impotence is waiting in the 
wings.’” But men who have this type of 
impotence do not usually know this, 
and to read it in this book will un- 
doubtedly frighten them into total im- 
potence. Of course, Dr Reuben is right 
in his description of the causes of this 
type of partial impotence, but that short 
phrase undoes all the good that the rest 
might have done; and in any case, 
it adds nothing to the explanation. 

lf Dr Reuben has cured every partially 
impotent and psychologically induced 
totally impotent man who has come to 
him for help, then he must be the most 
successful psychiatrist in the world in 
this field. Other skilful psychiatrists have 
numerous failures to report, which in- 
dicates to my mind that psychiatric 
treatment is not a surefire treatment. 
Men who cannot be psychologically 
treated must surely be allowed to try 
absolutely any means to overcome their 
disability, and not be sneered at and 
made to feel even more sexually in- 
ferior, especially those with irreversible 
organically-caused impotence. 


For them, however, Dr Reuben has 
cold comfort (page 95). Describing 
various kinds of penile splints, he 
concludes:. “Their basic defect is that 
they eliminate sexual intercourse and 
substitute for it mutual masturbation. 
The man is copulating with an imitation 
vagina made of plastic or rubber tubing 
and the woman is being masturbated by 
a plastic or rubber penis. Husband and 
wife can use these same gadgets and 
get the same results even if they live 
1,000 miles apart. Why bother ?” 

That an experienced psychiatrist 
should make a statement like this 
puzzles and saddens me, because he 
must be aware of the emotional need 
of a couple who love one another for 
penis-vagina contact. Even if this con- 
tact is made by means of penile splints 
or any other mechanical device which 
makes copulation a kind of mutual 
masturbation or gives an illusion of 
copulating, the fact that the penis is in 
the vagina can be of untold psycho- 
logical comfort to such a couple. 

Even when Dr Reuben seems to be 
dispensing hope, as when he des- 
cribes a recent Japanese invention 
which unfailingly produces an erection 
in an impotent penis (page 20) he can- 
not resist damping down any rising 
enthusiasm this revelation may have 
occasioned the afflicted reader by 
remarking: “Drawbacks? As one dis- 
appointed user says, ‘| don’t even have 
to wait until my wife gets home’.” 
This implies that the user might just as 
well masturbate with the machine as 
copulate with it. | believe that many 
couples who rely on such devices, on 
reading this and similar passages in 
Dr Reuben’s book may be so affected 
that their relationship, always a pre- 
carious one but a precious one never- 
theless, could be severely damaged, if 
not destroyed. 

The publishers claim that Dr Reuben 
has answered “all questions with wit, 


_ style and authoritative candor,” and 


some reviewers have supported this 
claim. | suppose that the definition of 
wit is bound to be a personal one, but 
| noticed also a good many examples 
of bad taste, such as the one in 
Chapter 12: “He squirts the seminal 
fluid all around, or on his girl friend, or 
on himself, depending on his aim and 
degree of self-control,”’ and later on the 
same page, “At the moment of im- 
pending orgasm she is jolted back to 
reality as five or six jets of hot semen 
are sprayed on her tummy. Not exactly 
ecstasy.” 

Expressions such as these relegate 


“sexual activity to the realms of animal 


behaviour. Of course | appreciate that 
basically all Sexual activity is an ex- 
pression of the animal in us, but be- 
cause we are thinking beings we can 
raise Our sexual behaviour from being 
a manifestation of animal lust to some- 


thing superior—by using it, for example, 
as an expression of emotional love. 

But Dr Reuben’s thesis places the 
emphasis on what he calls recreational 
sex. He dismisses love-sex in two short 
passages (pages 45 and 47). The first 
reads: 


Sex can also be a means of expressing love. 
When all the words have been said, the deep 
emotional bond that flows from the dramatic 
fusion of two bodies and two spirits can be the 
most profound way of saying, “I love you.” 
It can exist among men and women at any 
stage of their lives, tends to be perishable if not 
carefully preserved, and those who have 
experienced it say it tends to grow stronger 
with the passage of time. Marriage is not a 
prerequisite, and some critics even say that 
marriage takes the love out of sex. Everybody 
is in favour of love-sex, especially writers of 
popular songs, though not everyone has the 
chance to be exposed to it. 


The second is: 


Enjoying sex as an expression of love is 
somewhat more complex but also tends to take 
care of itself . . . Recreational sex, however, is 
more demanding. Here the primary goal is 
pleasure, and often there is not the same depth 
of emotion available to compensate for any 
lapses in sexual function. The accent is on 
performance—and performance begins with the 
individual. 


For me this emphasis on recreational 
love is one of the greatest disservices 
Dr Reuben’s book performs. It seems 
that he is encouraging what | call lust- 
sex /.e. sex in which one has no feelings 
for one’s partner except as a means of 
physical gratification. Of course, | 
know that there are many occasions 
when countless couples make love who 
have no permanent love-relationship, 
and | would not for a single moment 
deprive such couples ‘of their sexual 
experiences, because both sexes have a 
psychological need for sexual expres- 
sion in one form or another, as well as 
a physical need for release from sexual 
tension. But for a couple to be en- 
couraged to use one another's bodies 
purely for obtaining a physical ex- 
perience is, | believe, to encourage 
them to treat all sexual experiences on a 
purely physical basis. 

| have talked to scores of young 
unmarried women about their attitude 
to their activities, and all, without 
exception, have told me—and | believe 
them—that no matter how much they 
want sex they would rather masturbate 
than copulate with a partner who did 
not “turn them on” in one way or 
another. This is such a common attitude 
among women, that | am tempted to 
say that it is the general attitude. A 
woman’s approach to sexual activity 
with a partner almost invariably has an 
emotional content. 

The male is a much more physically 
sexual being. Because he cannot fail to 
achieve orgasm easily (and also be- 
cause’ he runs no risk of becoming 
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pregnant and has no urge comparable 
with the mother-instinct) his approach 
to sex is more superficial than the 
woman's. Not many men are aware of 
this difference, and this unawareness is 
often the cause of unhappiness to the 
partner. But men can replace this 
superficiality by something more akin 
to the woman’s response, and it is when 
they do, that the sexual relationship 
takes on a deeper meaning and provides 
a more satisfying experience. 

Even if the partner is only a temporary 
one, if the man can bring an emotional 
response to it, though that response 
may not be very deeply rooted, the 
experience cannot fail to be more 
meaningful. It lifts it from the level of 
a masturbatory experience—which, in 
my view is what purely recreational sex 
is, even if concluded with penis-vagina 
contact—to a much more satisfactory 
emotional experience. 

| believe—and | cannot stress this too 
much—that the ideal lovemaking is a 
combination of love-sex and recrea- 
tional sex. Over and over again | have 
stated that a couple should embark on 
each session of lovemaking with the 
intention of making it the most intense 
physical experience, because the efforts 
put into making it so, demonstrate the 
depth of the couple’s love for one 
another. This should be the aim cer- 
tainly of all married couples, because it 
is a constant reminder of love. It is all 
too easy to take love for granted, and 
when this happens then Dr Reuben’s 
cynics might be justified in maintaining 
that ‘marriage takes love out of sex’’. 

Sex outside marriage can have the 
same quality as sex in marriage, if only 
both partners—but the man in par- 
ticular—would think of the other as a 
person. Obviously, sex with a casual 
partner cannot have the same quality 
as sex with a partner whom one loves, 
because love develops over a period; 
but if there is an attempt to project the 
partner as something more than a 
machine for producing sexual sensa- 
tions—which is what both are in purely 
recreational sex—then sex itself takes 
on a deeper significance. The sooner 
this is learned, put into practice and 
experienced, | am convinced the less 
likelihood there will be of marriage 
taking love out of sex. 

| am consulted by as many young 
people between the ages of 18 and 25 
as | am by the older age-groups, and 
the chief burden of their woe is that sex 
is not all it is cracked up to be, nor as 
they believe it should be. This is 
inevitable in a way, because they lack 
experience to make the physical sen- 
sations excitingly intense. Their main 
cry, however, is: ‘There seems to be 
something missing’’—and there is. What 
is missing is a bond other than physical 
attraction. This other bond does not 
necessarily have to be love, that 
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motivating force which makes us want 
to share our lives with the selected 
mate; but there must at least be a 
recognition of the partner's humanity 
and his/her human needs. In other 
words, they are participating in purely 
recreational sex. Take almost any married 
couple whose sex-life is unsatisfactory 
and you will find a couple who have 
never really expressed their love through 
Sex. 

Those who try to educate people in 
sex, as | do, have somehow got to keep 
driving home this need for something 
else in the sexual relationship besides 
physical sex. It is for this reason that | 
believe Dr Reuben’s emphasis on re- 
creational sex is dangerous. Many 
young people who read this book, 
influenced by the reputation it has 
achieved, will be persuaded that all they 
have to do to have satisfying sex-lives 
is to practise recreational sex. 

On one point | do agree with Dr 
Reuben, and that is when he says 
(page 47) ; “Recreational sex, however, 
is more demanding. Here the primary 
goal is pleasure, and often there is not 
the same depth of emotion available 
to compensate for any lapses in sexual 
function. The accent is on performance 
—and performance begins with the 
individual.” | disagree with him whole- 
heartedly, however, when, almost in 
the same breath he says: “The goal of 
recreational sex... iS. . . to obtain the 
maximum pleasure from sexual activity 
without doing damage to anyone.” It Is 
not enough not to do damage to 
anyone, the aim should be to do some 
good. In fact, | doubt whether it is 
possible to indulge in recreational sex 
without doing some damage for, made 
as we are, the girl who lets her body 
be used for physical gratification will 
ultimately resent it. The continuous cry 
of the woman whose husband blatantly 
uses her to gratify his physical urges 
without showing any love or con- 
sideration while he is doing so is: 


“All you're interested in is my body.” 
And there are also quite a number of 
sensitive men who want more out of 
sex than physical gratification. | have 
in my files numerous letters from men 
who complain that their partners are 
using them to gratify their physical 
needs. 

At times Dr Reuben is not only mis- 


leading but cruel. ‘A true aphrodisiac,” 


he says on page 77, “is the male sex 
hormone, testosterone. By acting on the 
entire body it causes powerful, almost 
irresistible sexual desire. It works equally 
in men or women. The onset is slow, 
but the effect is profound and long- 
lasting. Of course there is a catch. In 
men It results in atrophy of the testicles, 
not a small thing. In women it can 
cause masculinization. The clitoris en- 
larges, hair appears on the face, the 
voice deepens and other somewhat 


unattractive changes transpire.” 

All of which is true. But what of the 
man looking for hope, only to have hope 
dashed on reading this passage ? What 
is he to make of the following pro- 
nouncements ? 


“What is the treatment for the male meno- 
pause ? First and foremost is replacement of the 
waning testosterone. . . (chapter 15). 

“What does the replacement of testosterone 
do ? \deally it puts the reproductive system back 
on a full-time basis. Almost all the degenerative 
changes are reversible. The first and most 
dramatic change is usually return of erectile 
potency ... The penis and testicles enlarge... 
The most important change is the emotional 
one. Self-confidence, determination and opti- 
mism come rushing back. Success in the out- 
side world breeds success’in the inside world 
of sex.” 


All of which seems to be in direct 
conflict with what Dr Reuben said on 
page 77! 

It is only if one reads on to the 
following passage that one discovers 
that in fact there is no conflict. 


Doesn't administration of testosterone cause 
the testicles to atrophy ? 

In a normal man yes. It replaces his own 
source of the hormone. A menopausal male 
isn't getting much mileage out of those 
shrivelled testicles anyway .. . (page 301). 


It would have been kinder of Dr 
Reuben to have made it clear at the 
outset on page 77 that testosterone has 
the beneficial effects he describes only 
if administered to men whose own 
production of the hormone has failed: 
and to have referred the sexually 
faltering 50-year-old male to Chapter 
15 immediately. 

Dr Reuben also fails to point out that 
testosterone therapy does not suit all 
men. It can cause side-effects as in- 
tolerable as a permanently limp penis. 

| have a quarrel, too, with Dr Reuben 
about the stress he has placed on the 
male menopause. In my view, to apply 
the term menopause to men is mis- 
leading and dangerous, and for these 
reasons. 

The term applied to women indicates 
the cessation of menstruation, so that 
a woman is no longer capable of pro- 
ducing the female sex-cell—the egg. 
It is a process which overtakes a// 
women. 

To apply the term to men gives the 
false impression that they too will a// 
experience it, and that, like women, they 
will cease to produce their sex-cell— 
the sperm (and to many, this will mean 
the cessation of seminal fluid pro- 
duction)—with the almostinevitable loss 
of copulatory potency. 

Read Dr Reuben’s picture of the 
menopausal man. “As the process 
continues the manifestations become 
more obvious. Irritability and depression 
intensify and contribute to the increase 
in alcoholism at this age. Gradually the 
beard becomes thinner, the voice gets 
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“Obsession, man, what obsession ?” 


higher, and the penis and _ testicles 
atrophy even more.” (What an excellent 
picture of a eunuch!) “The man be- 
comes bent over and begins to lose 
height just like the menopausal woman. 
He is, in effect, becoming feminized. 
At the later stage, it is often hard to 
distinguish between the menopausal 
‘sheman’ and the ‘hemale’. As the 
condition progresses men even develop 
enlarged breasts”’. 


This is the grimmest picture of man’s 
sexual fate that | have ever encountered. 
Even at 60 | find it frightening. What 
must a young man in his thirties feel at 
the prospect of this condition over- 
taking him in a few years’ time ? 

The woman’s menopause covers a 
period of between two to five years on 
average. During that time, she may 
manifest various symptoms—irregular 
menstruation, hot flushes, occasional 
flooding of the womb, irritability, back- 
ache, depression, lassitude. It is a 
trying time for her and her family unless 
they understand what is happening and 
are sympathetic. 

While it is true that there is a slowing 
down in the man's sex-drive after 45, 
very few men manifest the symptoms 
| have just described. Those who do are 
usually neurotic subjects in the first 
place. It is not true that the slowing 
sex-drive usually affects erectile ability, 
as Dr Reuben maintains (“The first 
victim of the male menopause is that 
most fragile of masculine functions, the 
erection”); though it is true that the 
older man does not achieve full erection 
so quickly as the young man in his 
prime (3 to 5 seconds) nor respond 
so rapidly to visual stimuli; and the 
elevation of the erection may not be so 
high. Nevertheless the erection itself is 
hard and can be sustained for adequate 
periods, often longer than the young 
man’s. Ejaculation still occurs, and 
though the volume of semen may be 
smaller than when the man was 30, in 
the healthy man’s there are usually 
sufficient sperms of good quality to 
impregnate a partner. Pablo Casals 
became a father at 90, Pablo Picasso 
when in his 80s, and a former Bishop 
of Norwich when he was 72, to quote 
only a few of the known cases. A search 
of birth certificates would reveal count- 
less cases generally unknown. 

My quarrel with Dr Reuben’s em- 
phasis on the male menopause is that 
the experience is nothing like so drastic 
as in the female's and his portrait of the 
menopausal man is not an unavoidable 
fate for the—majority. In addition it 
presents an absolutely undesirable re- 
fuge for the far too many sex-lazy 
middle-aged men. 

My counselling experiences tally with 
Master's & Johnson's ‘‘six factors in 
male sexual involution’, namely: ‘’(1) 
monotony of a repetitious sexual re- 
lationship (usually translated into bore- 
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| would have been scared 
to death if at 35 | had read 
Dr Reuben’s ideas on male 
menopause 
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dom with partner); (2) preoccupation 
with career or economic pursuits; (3) 
mental or physical fatigue; (4) over- 
indulgence in food or drink; (5) 
physical and mental infirmities of either 
the individual or his spouse; and (6) 
fear of performance associated with or 
resulting from any of the former cate- 
gories’’ (Human Sexual Response, page 
264). 

The result of these factors is what | 
call the sex-lazy man. He has been too 
lazy to make his lovemaking varied and 
exciting; he seizes on mental or 
physical tiredness as an excuse to 
refrain from sexual activity when, in 
fact, an orgasm would be refreshing; 
he compensates by over-eating and 
drinking, and so makes matters worse. 

The majority of such men who have 
suddenly realized the sexual incapacity 
that has crept up on them and have 
rushed to me for advice, have not 
heard of the male menopause, which 
is just as well. | am certain that if they 
had read Dr Reuben’s book, they would 
have taken refuge in the concept of 
the menopause and become permanent 
drop-outs from sex. They would not 
have come to me—as the result of a 
moment of self-revelation—and | would 
not have had the opportunity to coax 
them back into sexual activity. 

| would have been scared to death if 
at the age of 35 | had read Dr Reuben’s 
words: ‘About the age of 40 the cells 
of the testicles which secrete the 
hormone begin to break down. They 
are slowly replaced by scar tissue, just 
as in the ovary. Very gradually the 
output of testosterone diminishes and 
male sexuality wanes. Erectile capacity 
suffers ... At the same time the penis 
falters, the man begins to lose his 
interest in sex’’ (Chapter 15). | believe 
that some young men will be similarly 
shocked by the news. They may rush to 
the couches of Dr Reuben and his 
fellow psychiatrists, or to the doctors, 
clamouring for testosterone rejuvenation. 

So far as my British readers are con- 
cerned, their chances of getting testoster- 
one treatment are slight. By and large, 
British medical opinion is not favour- 
able towards hormone treatment. As 
one eminent London urologist wrote 
to me the other day: “| think the side 
effects and the uncertain positive ad- 
vantages limit hormone treatment in 
sexual disorder of function in the eyes 
of most (medical) people”. 


In any case, such treatment should. 


not be necessary if only men would: 
realize that the more often they make 
love in their earlier years and ‘neither 
acute nor chronic physica/ incapacity 
intervenes, ageing males (will usually 
be) able to continue some form of 
active sexual expression into the 70- 
and even 80-year age-groups.”” These 
are the conclusions of Masters & 
Johnson in Human Sexual Response 
and | personally corroborated them 
when, a few years ago, | made a survey 
of the sexual activity of British over- 
fifties. 

My deeply considered opinion is that 
anyone who tries to help middle-aged 
and senior citizens with their problems 
must, at all costs, squash the concept 
of the male menopause. Tell them, by 
all means, that they cannot expect to 
be so sexually active as when they 
were boys, but tell them, too, that if 
they will make only a small effort there 
is no reason why they should not be 
sexually active all their lives. 

Though Dr Reuben is admirably 
tolerant towards prostitutes, in his 
chapter on ‘’Prostitution’” he has made 
some unsubstantiated statements that 
are misleading. For example, he says 
on page 199: “In countries where the 
trade is legal sex-crimes are almost 
non-existent. If a dollar or so buys a 
willing companion, raping a stranger 
does not make sense.” It is a well- 
known fact that though social con- 
ditions affect the sexual crime rate, 
certain categories remain unaffected. 
This is especially true in the case of 
rape, which tends to remain fairly 
constant. In Denmark, where the laws 
relating to pornography and obscenity 
have been lifted, and where certain sex- 
crimes have dramatically dwindled, the 
figures for rape have not changed. But 
in any case, a rapist is not likely to rush 
off to a brothel when he feels an attack 
coming on. He may not have a brothel 
within reach, and in any case much of 
the rapist’s sexual satisfaction is usually 
derived from the genuine fear of the 
victim. 

This is a small point, but such 
“information’’ does make one wonder 
how much the doctor is fantasizing. 
Are you really learning the truth of what 
you always wanted to know about sex ? 

Certainly you are being dangerously 
misled by Dr Reuben’s contention that 
the risk of catching veneral disease 
from a prostitute is low. He bases this 
on the comparatively low incidence of 
VD among prostitutes, which he ex- 
plains by suggesting that they become 
immune to gonorrhoea and syphilis. But 
supposing a girl is immune: a client 
may deposit gonococci or treponema 
pallida in her vagina which may not 
attack her, but can be transferred to the 
succeeding client, especially if he puts 
his penis anywhere near those organ- 
isms within the next three-quarters of 
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Whole Lottic Woman 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY JAMES BAES 


Os propounded John Stuart Mill, is the essential root 
of all good things. Undeniably, one of the choicest of these fruits is this month’s precocious Pet, 18-year-old Lottie Gunthart, 
who is a self-attested original. It was at school that Lottie, a Danubile Austrienne from Vienna, first decided that for her, 
conformity was out. 

The school buildings were set halfway up an Alpine mountainside, which Lottie considers may be partly responsible for her 
revolutionary philosophy. Her physical profile (36-23-36) bares witness to the salubriousness of the mountain air, but she 
thinks the heady atmosphere and freedom of the peaks left its mark on her attitudes. 

“You can’t live up there and be unchanged by it,’ she says. “The scenery looks like a picture-postcard, but it’s more than 


that. It’s a place of perfection. The sky is perfect blue, the snow 
perfect white. After that, you always seek perfect beauty, and 
that can’t be found conventionally.” 

Her adherence to this avowal can hardly be faulted. When her 
teachers wanted to send her to business college, Lottie enrolled 
at art school. When her art school lecturers set her in front of a 
nude with instructions to simulate life’s proportions on paper, 
she drew instead ‘’a series of dynamic circles—each one repre- 
senting the fee/ing that each part of the body can give. | said to 
them: ‘Who needs a realistic drawing ? Realism you can get with 
a photograph. I’m showing you how it fee/s.’ 

In the face of persuasion from her tutors, the rebellious Lottie 
declined to compromise. ‘‘Their songs were not my songs. | had 
words and music of my own to sing.”” Gradually the art college 
began to appreciate that her talent, though unorthodox, was 
appreciable, and she was allowed to follow her own artistic 
strategy. Pictures of Lottie’s were recently hung in a small but 
significant exhibition in Vienna. 

Her non-aligned art (School?! don’t belong to a school of 
painting. Call it the Gunthart School,”’) is only part of a lifestyle 
that is eccentric in the strictest sense: its course crosses but 
never coincides with convention. “| wear what | like. So it’s 
raining, | wear thin blouses so the rain soaks through. It’s 
interesting to be wet. Perhaps underneath | wear no bra. But not 
because | am a believer in the liberation of women. That's so 
much sour grapes, that business. | go with no bra because | want 
to feel what it’s like, and see how men will react to me. Will they 
react differently from any other day? | must discover whether 
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they do or not, you see.” Following this thesis, this pictorial essay on Lottie is as much an experience 
for her as it is for those who peruse it; she wanted to have these photographs taken to establish a 
two-way dialogue with as many men (and women) as she could. ‘’Pictures like these cannot be 
one-sided or uni-dimensional so long as they evoke a three-dimensional response,”’ she asserted. 
“The fact that it’s only a page is not important, it does not make it a vicarious experience. Rembrandt's 
paintings were only on canvas. Does that demean them? They are as real and as solid as what is on 
them. Can you do something ? Whoever looks at these pictures of me, tell them | am no picture, but 
that | am real.’’ Gentlemen, Lottie Gunthart is real. Om—n 
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WHAT WAS A SKIRT, DADDY? 


as sex objects. | used to, of course, in 

the old days, the days before the 
shattering revolution which overthrew 
men and made women into jockeys. It 
was especially at this time of year, when 
the wind swept into town expressly to 
throw skirts up in the air, that the sex 
objects were at their finest. March 
would come in, as usual a hungry lion, 
and.all of us hungry wolves ate it up. 
Or wished we could eat it up. A flick of a 
thigh here, a snatch of bottom there, 
and occasionally a whole roast of beef 
together with the mashed potatoes, as 
Henry Miller once said differently about 
something else. No, come to think of it, 
it was about the same thing only more 
so. For some reason two inches of 
behind accidentally exposed by a dirty- 
minded breeze is 50 times more exciting 
than seeing the whole production 
falling out of a bikini. 

A couple of years ago | was rehearsing 
in a play with Walter Matthau and, in 
addition, a great body that was the 
property of the leading sexpot of the 
time. In one scene she was supposed to 
come in in a big bath towel, lie down 
on a rubbing table and get a massage. 
She was extremely conscientious, it 
turned out. Matthau had found the 
perfect place to stand and one day he 
invited me to share it. “From here,” he 
said, ‘you can see the whole play.’ And 
so you could, and so we did. 

But back to the wind. April showers 
bring May flowers but on a clear day in 
March you could see enough flowers to 
make your thumbs turn green. The place 
to stand was at a corner. Around the 
corner would come a velvety brunette 
and, whoosh! up would go the dress, 
down would come the hands into the V 
to protect the violets. The pocketbook 
would fall down, she’d stoop to pick it 
up and three cars would run into the 
lamppost. The winds of March certainly 
brought the roses to my cheeks. What 
with the blood rushing through the old 
arteries, heart beating a fandango and 
the quick deep-breathing, a sight like 
that was more beneficial than six miles 
on a bicycle. 

Sex object? Let's put it this way. 
Each time a pretty thing came around 
the corner and the obliging wind lifted 
the curtain that covered Valhalla, some 
nearby moron would whistle. 7A/s moron 
would smile and say to himself: “Man, 
that is quite some sex object, it sure Is. 
If it looks like a sex object, wiggles like 
a sex object and is living where sex 
Objects live, why then it sure as hell is 
one hell of a sex object!” It’s impossible 
to say that and whistle at the same time. 

Thank God those days are over. | used 
to be so tired at the end of March | 
couldn't get out of bed until June. 


| most certainly do not think of women 


52 PENTHOUSE 


Humor by Henry Morgan 


Thank God the women have changed 
all that. At present I’m keeping company 
with a lady subway guard. My girl friend 
has short hair, sideburns, no bra and an 
aluminum cup. Since she’s never been 
able to make up her mind about which 
rest-room to visit, she uses a Motorman’s 


Colin Mier 


Friend strapped to her leg. When she 
wears bells it’s invisible. 

For a sex object | have a little item | 
picked up in a shop in Tokyo. 

The problem now, friends, is: how is 
the wind going to blow open a pair of 
pants? Yves Montand used to sing 
a song about how the spring wind went 
hand-in-hand with the sun throughout 
Paris, going into all the nooks and 
crannies to see if anything had changed. 
In New York the wind was a dirty old 
voyeur that spent its time and mine 
looking up ladies’ skirts. What can it 
accomplish with a pants suit? And 
what can / accomplish when under- 
neath the pants suit is a pair of panty 
hose ? and panties under that ? Why, by 
the time everything's been unzipped, 
unbuckled, unsnapped and wriggled 
out of, it’s time for breakfast. 

Maybe the girls are right. Pants are 
fine for bowlegs and knockknees. The 
girl who wears trousers has to shave 
only when her stockings start to tear. 
She doesn’t need a fly and, if the things 
are cut right, she doesn’t need a belt. 
She can sit around with her legs crossed 
without having to go through that 
annoying business of tucking the skirt 
in. They‘re very handy for climbing 
ladders, sliding down brass poles and 
squatting beside campfires. They give 
a married woman two sets of pockets 
to go through at night for the loose 
change. 

The logical thing for men to do from 
now on is to wear kilts. Let the winds 
of March give the broads a thrill for a 
change. Perhaps some_ enterprising 
young fella will open a new kind of 
bar room just for ladies. ‘Girls! Step 
inside and see our exotic Kilty Dancers ! 
Find out once and for all what's under- 
neath! See the Go-Go Guys! Tables 
for gents.” 

Well, it may be that ladies in gentle- 
men’s clothes will do a lot to cut down 
the population explosion. I’ve yet to get 
excited watching a girl sit down carefully 
to protect her creases. If we have to 
wait for the time when an accidentally 
exposed ankle sends the old blood- 
pressure up, we won't have enough 
population around to defend Rhode 
Island. And most of the gals are wearing 
boots these days, so even ankles are 
out. We're going to have to learn how to 
fall in love with fingers. 

Well, March will go out, as usual, like 
a lamb, and this time | think I'll go with 
it. There’s nothing left in the old town 
but a couple of hundred thousand Levis 
and they look better stretched across 
the back of a horse. What March and 
I'll do is go out in the country and look 
at udders. Unless the Lib Ladies are 
going to start putting pants on cows. 
Wouldn't putit past them. Ot—g 
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RACHEL BILLINGTON 


It’s not how fit you are, 
it's who you fit. 


don't enjoy my. six-thirty drink 
anymore. | don’t enjoy our crepes 
de volaille candlelit dinners anymore.’ 

EGOonwsayiiti: 

“| don’t enjoy sex anymore.” Lindy 
pulled herself up in the bath with as 
much indignation as her soporific 
state would allow. She removed the 
flannel warming her exposed breasts. 
“That wasn’t fair, Hugh. Taking advant- 
age of my relaxed state. | wasn't even 
thinking that!" 

Hugh was in the. sitting-room— 
stretched out on a fur rug in front 
of a color television which was 


: don't: enjoy my bath anymore. | 


*a sound mind in a sound body, okay ? 


Graham McCallum 


showing a picture but no sound. He wore a silk patterned 
kimono and his feet were bare. He was trying to make his toes 
deliver a glass of straight Scotch into his hands. He shouted 
with more noise than enthusiasm: “‘It's words. Not thoughts. 
You know that.” His brow contracted suddenly and he added 
vehemently : “‘Ifit’s not true of youitcertainly is of me!” His big 
toe stretched in a sudden spasm and knocked the glass over. 

At the same time, in the bathroom, a long coil of Lindy’s 
hair came unpinned and with its clip still attached fell like an 
anchor into the deep green water. 

“Goddam !" 

“Goddam !"’ 

Hugh turned the glass upside down and let the last golden 
drop trickle out. Lindy took out two more clips so that the 
whole mass of blonde hair fell into the waves. 

“Copycat I 

“Copycat!” 
“Copy writer!’ called Lindy triumphantly. 

“Word spinner,” answered her husband in weak defence. 

Their marriage was a meeting of words. They were both 
highly successful copy writers in rival highly successful 
advertising companies. Using words was a game and com- 
petition with them which seldom demanded the construction 
of sentences. Lindy’s earlier remarks from the bath had 
revealed the depth of her feeling by including four sets of 
noun predicate verb. 

“Traitor!” she said, now coming into the sitting room 
wearing a silk kimono identical to Hugh's. 

Hugh looked guilty. ‘I know,’’ and he immediately flicked 
the television to the commercial channel. 

“Think visual,”’ said Lindy, joining him on the rug. ‘“Watch 
the pictures. Watch the director's eye. No sound for a week.” 
She sighed. ‘Have we much longer?” 

“Ssh”, said Hugh, as a commercial came up. 

Lindy rolled on to her back. ‘| was very serious, you know. 
It’s grim. Really grim. Here | am, 27, beautiful, good at my 
job, earning good money at my job, lots of successful 
friends,” she paused to stroke Hugh's ankle, “married to a 
man just as perfect.’ She took her hand away to pick up her 
drink. “And | take absolutely no pleasure in anything. Not 
people, not drink, not food, not me, not you...” 

“Not again,” said Hugh, without taking his eyes off the 
screen. “You're just spoiled. You sit on your fanny doing 
nothing all morning, being told what a wizard with words 
you are. You spend three hours over Pouillé Fuissé at lunch, 
followed by a rather more relaxed afternoon. When did you 
last walk further than the nearest taxi ?’’ Hugh plucked a 
large piece of fur out of the rug. ‘I’m just the same,”’ he said 
to it gloomily. 

Lindy dabbled her toes in Hugh’s whisky which still lay 
on the surface of their hessian rug. 

“Right! Right! Right! It’s the lunches.’’ She put her hand 
to her forehead exploratively. “‘! believe | have a slight, slight 
but existing hangover every evening of the year—except on 
Sunday when it’s heavy. But walking!’ She held up a long 
slim leg for Hugh's admiration. ‘“‘Why ever should | walk 
when I've got legs like that ?” 

Hugh switched off the television set and jumped to his 
feet. He was tall, deep chested, with a strong confident face. 
At the moment it was surrounded by a sleek cap of razor-cut 
hair, and long scimitar-like sideburns. Lindy looked up at him 


admiringly. 
_ “Exercise!” he trumpeted, squaring his shoulders. “Time 
is now!” He picked up the telephone and began to dial. 


“Squash, Tuesdays and Thursdays. Finish the day witha... 
what begins with F ?” 
“Oh darling!” whispered Lindy, curling even further into 
the fur rug. “How magnificent . Do you really mean it 2” 
“Good evening, Jeremy,” said into the cpmates “Those 
courts you're always trying to get me on. 


Hugh felt terrible. His head ached, his legs ached, his eyes 
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ached and worst of all he knew he looked a clown. He 
couldn’t imagine what had brought him to Holland Park’s 
squash court dressed in his school rugger shorts at six 
o'clock on a working day. He thought with longing of his 
hot bath, his drink, his kimono. He thought with hatred of 
Lindy who was at this very moment enjoying all these things. 

“Hugh!” 

Worse still, there was Jeremy. A boarding school friend of 
his. Ex-friend. 

“| never thought I'd get a real live advertising executive 
on to the courts!” 

“I’m not an executive.” 

“Hal” said Jeremy, “Do | recognize the old place’s 
colours ?” 

Hugh twitched self-consciously at his shorts whose old- 
fashioned leg length was aggravated by their slackening 
elastic waistband. He took a last despairing look at Holland 
Park in which all the tranquillity of a summer evening seemed 
concentrated—trees, roses, birds. He prolonged his last look 
a moment more as an extremely pretty girl in pink denims 
carried an easel past. 

“And you a married man!" said Jeremy, jovially bouncing 
on the balls of his feet. ‘“Let’s take the plunge!” 

The grey squash court with its smooth high walls, Hugh 
thought, would be ideal for an execution squad. He dropped 
a new white ball on to the floor. The floor that was soaked 
daily in sweat if not blood. If only he could remember why 
he was doing it. With surprise, he remembered how at lunch 
he had refused a brandy. He must have known then. 

“Service!” 

He had been, after all, captain of football at school. But 
had he not consciously left all that behind with his New 
London Life ? Particularly Jeremy. The ball, catapulting back 
at him as if made of rubber cement, cut off his thoughts. 
“Darling !" Lindy opened the flat door with such reverent awe 
in her voice that Hugh felt an immediate glow of achieve- 
ment sweep through his body. He grinned back modestly 
and offered a little pecking kiss. 

“Darling \"" exclaimed Lindy again, 
Her voice rose to even higher tones of admiration. 
manly sweat. How extraordinarily exciting !" 

“Bit tired,” said Hugh with brave understatement, and he 
went into the bedroom and threw off his clothes. 

“| ran you a bath,” said Lindy, eagerly pene her hands 
together and crossing her bare feet. “And | made you a 
martini.’ Her voice fell a bit: ‘I’ve had one already.” 

“Oh yes ?” said Hugh, striding to the bathroom. He stood 
in front of the mirror for a moment and rotated his shoulders. 
“I've got to expect a touch of stiffness tomorrow. It’s really 
hot is it, the water ?” 

“Oh, yes!" said Lindy. She hovered for a moment in the 
bathroom but she couldn't help sensing an enormous gulf 
between them. The exercized and the unexercized. Hugh 
lay back in the hot water with his eyes closed. His right hand 
half touched the martini with the air of aman who could take 
it or leave it, but was probably going to take it. 

Lindy went back to the sitting room and poured herself 
another martini. She turned on the television with full sound 
and stretched herself out on the sofa. She knew she ought to 
make supper—she had bought Hugh a health-giving steak— 
but she didn’t have the energy. She became very depressed. 
She regretted welcoming Hugh home like the good little 
housewife. That had never been her role. They had always 
been equal in everything. By the time Hugh came in, a towel 
tied round his waist, she had worked herself into a very 
disagreeable mood. 

“Charlton Heston!" she cried savagely. 

But Hugh's hearty male laughter was above such feminine 
spite. 

“Hal Ha! What's for dinner ?” 

“Oh, something. I’m too exhausted really.” 
faded away. 


“You smell of sweat.” 
“Real 


Her voice 


JEXERCISE!” 


HE TRUMPETED. 


“SQUASH, 


TUESDAYS AND THURSDAYS! FINISH THE 


DAY WITH A...WHAT BEGINS WITH AN F?” 


Hugh went into the kitchen whistling. 

“Steak! Perfect! I'll shove it under the grill.” 

Lindy mellowed slightly. ““There’s some pate too.” 

Over dinner she mellowed further despite Hugh's extrovert 
self-satisfaction: “Bread, God, bread—it tastes like nectar’’: 
“This steak is first rate.” 

Lindy’s mellowing induced her to speak out. She emptied 
the last of the wine into her glass. 

“I've got to exercise too. I've got to!” 

Hugh's smugness became overlaid with genuine concern. 
He leant across the table seriously. 

“Yes. Seriously, Lindy, you've got to. It changes the whole 
quality of life. It’s like being born all over again. Experiencing 
all the things one takes for granted as if for the first time. It's 
great. Great!” 

He hesitated just a moment. His memory pricked him. 
The horror of arrival. The sweat of the game. The humiliation 
of resounding defeat. But then it was swept away in Lindy’s 
admiring face. 

“But what can | do?” she said looking round the room. 
“| can't play squash. I’m just not the type.” 

Hugh set up the carving knife like a rocket. 

“What did you do as a child ?”’ 

“Ballet.” Lindy began doubtingly. 
fifteen.” 

“That's it then,” said Hugh, pushing back his chair. ° 
go to ballet. | go to squash. Exercise is in man!” 
“Exercise is Exercise!’ cried Lindy enthusiastically. 


“| did ballet till | was 


‘You 


Lindy pulled on her tights nervously. She wished they 
weren't scarlet. She had meant to buy a proper pair after 
lunch but it had gone on so. All round her girls in various 
stages of undress bent over their black leotards, their pink 
tights, their scuffed slippers. Beside her two girls sitting 
cross-legged in front of a mirror skewered back their hair 
with gigantic hairpins. They were much more professional 
looking than she had expected. The Dance Centre, it was 
called, in Covent Garden. The receptionist had said on the 
telephone it was a beginners’ class. Anyway, she didn’t 
think the dancers’ highly developed thigh and buttock 
muscles were very attractive. She attempted to pin up her 
own hair with the usual lack of success. 

“Are you going to Monsieur Tellier’s class ?” she askecha 
tiny dark girl with what appeared to be an elastic band round 
her waist. 

“Yes,” the girl seemed surprised. 

“Could you show me the way ? I’m new.” 

“Yes. I'm going up now.” Lindy tucked her white tee-shirt 
more firmly into the top of her tights and followed. The 
corridors were filled with bodies. She stepped back admiringly 
as a tall negro boy wearing a green sweat shirt and purple 
knitted wool tights strode past them. What virility ! 

The studio was a great grey space with the dancers like 
black and white dolls strung along practice bars running three 
sides of the room. A mirror filled the fourth. 

“Here you are,” said the girl, abandoning Lindy in front of 
the mirror. 

How limp and useless her limbs looked; their fashionable 
length seemed suddenly mere weakness. She turned away 
hurriedly and chose a space on the bar furthest from the 
mirror. On either side pink legs whirled in warm-up exercises. 

A man with a coat thrown over his shoulders as if it was a 
cloak sat down in front of the piano. She noticed there were 
several men at the bar, broad chests tapering into narrow 
waists ; long legs tightly muscled. Was this really a beginner's 
class ? A small white-haired man in tight trousers and black 


sweater came into the room. He brushed back his sweeping 
hair. 

“First position,’ he commanded. 

Around her there was a shuffling and settling as 30 
bodies turned out, formed up, straightened up, dropped 
their shoulders, perched their heads, positioned their hands 
and feet. Lindy could remember enough from her childhood 
ballet lessons to know how it should be done. Also to know 
how flaccid her untrained position must look. 

She wished with all her might she was at home in the flat 
in the bath with a glass of vodka. She had no idea what had 
made her put herself into this perfectly ludicrous position. 

“Arms: One two!” called Monsieur Tellier, pushing up the 
sleeves to his sweater. 


Lindy arrived back at the flat only a minute or two after 
Hugh. He hadn't even had time to take off his clothes but the 
taps in the bath were running. Lindy flung off her coat with a 
grand gesture. 

“It was fantastic! Glorious! Superb! Mind blowing !” 

“Aha!” said Hugh, rather less exuberantly. “You went 
then.” 

“Of course | went. You're not the only one who can find 
a fresh approach to life.’ The triumphant gush faded some- 
what from her voice. “Anyway, you knew | was going. You 
suggested | went.” 


“Yes,” said Hugh. They stood on either side of their double 
bed throwing off their clothes. The truth was Hugh had 
nurtured a tiny hope that Lindy would not go. His game had 
not been improved by the acquisition of a new pair of short 
shorts; his exhaustion if anything had been even greater. 
Indeed the only bright spot of the evening had been the girl 
in pink denims who had set up her easel just outside the 
entrance to the squash court. He had noted with approval 
that the picture was hardly begun. 

Lindy ran lightly to the bathroom. 

“Ladies first!" she cried. Hugh followed more slowly. No, 
he reflected, he could not have given up squash even 
without Lindy’s competition. After all, he had spent most of 
the day boasting to his fellow copy writers. 

“Whoosh !"’ he shouted at Lindy, stepping in the bath after 
her. And indeed a tidal wave of water whooshed over the 
side. Lindy laughed and held up a sponge triumphantly. 

“| feel quite resurrected!’ she cried. “And exquisitely 
but exquisitely exhausted !’’ 

That was true. They were both true. She was just glad 
that It was four more days before she needed to go again. 

“Mens sana in corpore sano'\” shouted Hugh, who had 
checked the Latin that afternoon in his Oxford Dictionary of 
Quotations. “Roll on Tuesday !” 


Hugh was amazed how quickly four days had gone. He 
stood outside the squash court uncomfortably dangling a 
plastic bag of clothes. Lindy and he had each set out that 
morning with similar plastic packets. There was no escaping It. 
He looked round. It was unlike Jeremy to be late. He sat on 
a stone step unwilling to go inside before he had to. It was 
another beautiful August evening. The sun was still quite 
warm. 

RAs 

Hugh looked up. It was the girl in pink denims. She passed 
by him with her large canvas and easel. 

Hugh stood up. 

“Let me help,” he said politely and she handed the easel 
to him silently. 


OY, 


She had very long, very thick red hair which clashed 
exotically with her pink trousers and purple cotton vest. 
A full blown rose was stuck about half way down her 
flaming head. 

“Flower,” she volunteered untying her paint box. 

“Rose,” replied Hugh helpfully, falling easily into a 
monosyllabic dialogue. 

“You 2” said the girl, ignoring his attempts at identification. 

“Yes,” said Hugh thinking she must have overheard 
Jeremy saying his name. Where was Jeremy ? 

The girl shrugged her smooth shoulders and began to paint. 

“Aquarius,” she said after a few minutes. 

“Taurus,” responded Hugh. 

The girl laughed as if either Hugh’s quick understanding or 
the act of painting had softened her staccato approach to life. 

“So am I,” she said, “but Aquarius is more fashionable. 
Besides whoever heard of a lady bull ?” She turned her large 
green eyes up to Hugh’s. Hugh prayed fervently that 
Jeremy had been run over. 

“Gosh. | am sorry! The traffic !’" Jeremy's voice shattered 
the quiet evening. Hugh sighed. 


“lam sorry,” said Jeremy again. 

“Goodbye,” Hugh touched the girl lightly on her arm. 

“Aquarius.” 

“Flower,” said the girl softly. 

“Thursday,” said Hugh. 

“Taurus,’’ said the girl. 

Hugh felt their meeting pregnant with significance. He 
picked up his plastic bag with distaste. 


Lindy had changed at the office. She was quite pleased 
with her white tights and shoes and sleeveless black 
leotard. She was only in the hot and crowded dressing room 
long enough to throw off her cothes and then went straight 
up to the studio. At least that lessened part of the horror. 
How strange. She looked round the bar. Last time she was 
the only one dressed in colours, and this time she was about 
the only one without colours. Moreover, several students 
wore tennis shoes. She was about to go out again realizing 
her own class must have changed location, when two 
things happened: first a large fierce lady in tartan trousers 
swept in and ordered: ‘Shut the door, Turk,” so firmly that 
she wouldn't have dared pass out of it. And secondly she 
noticed, only two colourful bodies away from her, the 
absolutely beautiful negro in green sweat shirt. 

“Toes turned IN!" cried the fierce lady, shaking her arm 
in a jangle of charm bracelets. 

Modern Dance, as the class turned out to be, was not after 
all any more difficult for Lindy than Classical Ballet. 

Only by the time she estimated the lesson was two-thirds 
over her legs began to buckle. It was then the negro began 
to notice her. He leapt past her so close that a gold medallion 
he wore round his neck flicked across her cheek. They 
gathered into a corner for further leaps across the room. 
The negro stood beside Lindy. 

“Bitch!” he hissed under his breath and lightly touched 
her arm. Lindy gasped. She turned to look at him but he was 
already flying across the room—arms spread like a great eagle. 

The next step ended in a back bend with head flung to the 
floor. The negro stationed himself in front of Lindy. She 
wrenched her unwilling body backwards and just as she 
was on the verge of collapse felt a sudden nudging against 
her knees. It was him. His curly head. The surprise undid her. 
Her arms buckled and she sprawled to the floor. 

The class bounded to their feet. 

“Clumsy bitch!’ whispered the negro brushing past her. 

“Shit,” replied Lindy gamely who had just enough 
strength left to realise that she had never felt so attracted 
to anyone in her life. 

“Cut!” cried the teacher. 

The class, dismissed, tumbled down the stairs. 

“Tomorrow,” insinuated the negro, pressing close, whose 
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brown chest now gleamed with sweat. 
“Thursday,” bargained Lindy breathlessly. 
“Bitch,’” replied the negro calmly. 
Heavens, oh heavens, thought Lindy with a shiver. 


Hugh turned into Holland Park with a beating heart. He 
wished he. didn’t have his plastic bag which was rather 
heavier than usual as it held his advertising suit which he had 
exchanged for pale yellow trousers and long, ink-smudged 
cotton sweater. He had decided against a cowboy belt with 
some regret but a feeling that he had made the right choice. 
It was no good making himself foolish. His stomach couldn't 
disappear overnight, even with the inspiration of such a 
creature. 


There she was. Her easel already set up and her flowing red 
hair topped by a golden straw hat stuck about with wild 
grasses and a smattering of green leaves. A plaited wreath of 
leaves hung over her purple sweater, her rich breasts. Hugh 
wondered how to approach her and decided silence would 
be most telling. 

He placed his plastic bag behind a bush and took up a 
position behind her. Silence produced silence. The girl 
painted on with concentration. She was decorating the blue 
sky with a procession of brown spots. Hugh felt compelled 
to speak. A squash game only lasts a certain time. Time not to 
be wasted. 

“Flower ?”’ he said. 

She turned round and with great deliberation painted a 
brown attentuated circle over his chest. 

“Leaf,” she said. “You.” 

Hugh felt somewhat dismayed at this turn of events. He 
realised he had to do something dramatic to win her attention. 
Time is Now! he encouraged himself. He picked up a paint 
brush and, heart pounding at his daring, turned to her 
canvas. In one great sweeping stroke he encircled the 
picture in an enormous scarlet heart. 

“Oh ! Oh!" The girl, flower or leaf, gasped, seemed about 
to swoon and then snatching the easel off the ground began 
to run. 

“Taurus! Taurus! Taurus!” she called, in what Hugh 
realised was invitation. He had succeeded. Across the green 
grass he followed her. Panting but unbowed. 

“Aquarius,” he managed in puffed mating cry. 

Soon they were out the other side, and he had caught up 
with her. She stood on the pavement for a moment holding 
the painting from her: “Beautiful! Beautiful! Beautiful!” 
she gasped. She put her arm through Hugh’s and two houses 
further on turned into a large Victorian house. Twenty or 
30 bells edged the door. Beside one a dead rosebud quivered 
disconsolately. 

“This is it!’ exulted Hugh. ‘This is living! This will be real 
exercise.” 


Lindy had left her plastic bag at the office. She hoped 
no-one would find it. It would seem odd with all her working 
clothes screwed up inside. They might think she had been 
murdered or something. She pulled down her see-through 
blouse nervously and wished for the third time she had dared 
to leave off her body stocking and then was glad for the third 
time that she hadn't. 

She stood in the foyer of the Dance Centre with negligent 
bravado. A sudden rush of people in the corridor signified 
the end of a class. 

“Like good!” said the negro standing beside her for a 
moment. His wet chest gleamed close; he had obviously 
come from the class. Lindy’s head swirled. ‘Hold it there,” 
said the negro disappearing again. 

Lindy went out into the street. It was another warm evening. 
His relative politeness had unnerved her.When he came out 
again dressed apparently still in tights—speckled in pale blue 
spots like a thrush's egg—topped by a white lace shirt— 


Lindy took decisive action. 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 70 


e—we're supposed to be at the Robinsons’ by 10.30" 


“That reminds m 
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_ FOXX 


From TheAutobiography of Malcolm 
AG 

When | had been around Harlem long 
enough to show signs of permanence, 
inevitably | got a nickname that would 
identify me beyond any confusion with 
two other red-conked and well-known 
“Reds” who were around... One, “St. 
Louis Red”, was a professional armed 
robber. When | was sent to prison, he was 


car steward... The other was “Chicago 
Red”. We became good buddies in a 
speakeasy where later on | was a waiter; 
Chicago Red was the funniest dishwasher 
on this earth. Now he’s making his living 
being funny as a nationally known stage 
and night club comedian. | don't see any 
reason why Chicago Red would mind me 
telling that he is Redd Foxx. 

Redd Foxx has been a professional 
comic for better than a quarter of a 
century. During most of that time he 
| has been virtually unknown to white 
America, yet he has been called the 
funniest man in the world by men 
who are his peers in the comedy 
dodge. Today the sardonic edge 
to his voice, and raised eyebrow, the 
slow takes and perfectly timed 
pauses, are known to tens of 
millions through national TV. 

The breakthrough, which began 
around 1963 with the heightened 
awareness among whites of the 
Afro-American image in general and 
of black comedy in particular, was 
completed lately when Foxx ap- 
peared in a small but pivotal role in 
the movie Cotton Comes to Harlem; 
some observers said he ran off with 
the film. Last August he signed a 
$960,000 contract guaranteeing him 
a minimum of 32 weeks a year at 
the International Hotel in Las Vegas. 

Blue material has always been 
endemic to Foxx’s act. Though he 
has been called the dirtiest comic 
in show business, he has never 
used scatology as a crutch. He 
simply works in a verbal freedom 
bag, using a mixture of self-written 
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serving time for trying to stick up a dining- | 


material and liberal doses of im- 
provisation. 
This exclusive Penthouse inter- 


view was conducted by Leonard 
Feather partly in Las Vegas, partly 
in Foxx’'s home with its well- 
manicured front lawn in the View 
Park section of south Los Angeles 
(‘the high echelon ghetto”, as he 
calls it). He lives there with his wife 
Jean, a lithe, attractive black girl, 
whose daughter Debraca, 20, by a 
previous marriage, was adopted by 
Foxx many years ago. Ornamenting 
a wall are a bas-relief of a centaur 
(the symbol of Foxx’s birthsign, 
Sagittarius), a painting of Charlie 
Parker and Billie Holliday, and an 
oil showing against a gray New 
York background the limp-hanging 
arm and complete “works” of a 
junkie. In a study down the hall 
are a huge pile of scrapbooks, a 
random sampling of the 49 LPs 
Foxx has made, and a set of rare 
78s by Bert Williams, the pioneer 
black comic, who died in 1922. 

To point up both the parallels and 
contrasts between his private life 
and the public image he projects, 
excerpts from Foxx’s act appear 
below in italics. 


Penthouse: You have reached a pinnacle of 
success in your profession, along with a 
number of other black comics who have made 
it in recent years. How do you explain this 
relatively sudden trend ? 

Foxx: The white public’s concept of black 
comedy was two guys in plaid suits, shuffling 
out with a broom, and doing an act in blackface. 
A black standup comic couldn’t find a job. 
When Slappy White and | were a team, we 
were as good as Dean Martin and Jerry Lewis 
but nobody wanted to hire us on a white job. 
As people became a little hipper and the 
stereotypes were eliminated, a new trend 
developed. 

Timmie Rogers was the first black comedian 
to use a tuxedo, a clean cut appearance and no 
blackface. In the 1940s that wasn’t easy. He'd 
just work Café Society in the Village, then 
lay off for months, then play Café Society 
again. Dick Gregory made the next big 
breakthrough when he went into social 
commentary. He was the first black comic to 
command big five-figure weekly salaries. 
Penthouse: Would you be willing to make 
the sacrifices Gregory has; going on long fasts, 
protesting, demonstrating and going to jail ? 
Foxx: | don’t know, yet; but the more | see 
certain things that are going down, the more 
| feel like doing something about it. As for 
fasting, Jesus did it, Mahatma Gandhi did it. 
Gregory in the long run hasn't hurt himself. 
With his big lecture fees at colleges, he’s 
doing better now financially than if, he were 
back in show business. 

When Dick first used the word nigger it 


was shocking to me, but now it flows so free, 
it don’t mean nothing to me no more to say it 
in front of an audience. A lot of people were 
killed because of that word, like, if some black 
called another black man nigger they’‘d fight. 
Nigger has generated hate in both races and 
between the races and yet it is simply a 
mispronunciation of the Spanish word for 
black. 

Penthouse: You say in your act that because 
of your mixed ancestry, you don’t know who to 
hate. What is your actual heritage ? 

Foxx: My great grandmother was a full- 
blooded Indian on my mother’s side, and on 
my father’s side my great-great-grandfather 
was a pure African, who wore a size 17 shoe. 
My mother—she’s 67 now—knows this story 
and tells me often how black and proud and 
huge he was. Of course, there’s white in the 
family too. I’m not an Albino, and if you look 
at those thin lips and my complexion, you can 
see somebody got integrated in my background. 
Penthouse: You also tell audiences about 
the frustrations and limitations of your child- 
hood. How did you manage to fight such 
conditions and develop a talent for comedy ? 
Foxx: As a very small child | listened to Fred 
Allen and all the other radio shows. | remember 
Myrt and Marge, and | remember when | used 
to lay beside the radio, and my grandmother 
wouldn't let me turn the station on. She didn't 
approve, but all my life | wanted to be in show 
business. 

| was born John Elroy Sanford. December 9, 
1922, in St. Louis. Two sisters died before 
| was born. My brother, Fred Jr., was four 
years older than me. If he were alive and 
young today he would be getting into one of 
the top ball teams. He was one of the best first 
basemen ever. Through my mother, who was 
a domestic for the vice-president of the 
Chicago White Sox, he tried out for the 
White Sox, but that was about 1940 and 
there was a big controversy about letting him 
in, so he didn't make it. That hurt him till the 
day he died. 

Penthouse: After the White Sox rejected 
him, what did he do? 

Foxx: Stole. Whatever he could. He was in and 
out of trouble all his life. 

We were poor in St. Louis during the 
depression. | wore one pair of tennis shoes 
five years. Same pair. Wore ‘em out up to the 
name on the ankle. | was the only kid in the 
seventh grade who wore canvas spats. 

The family was very poor. | stayed with my 
grandmother in a ramshackle house in St. 
Louis. My father had left us when | was four. 

Things were so bad in our house, | saw a 
cockroach pull a switchblade on a rat and take 
his cheese... 

My first education was at St. Benedict the 
Moor Mission, a Catholic school in Milwaukee. 
It was across the street from a brewery, and 
| can remember so well the smell of the beer 
from the brewery, and the smell of lilacs in a 
yard nearby. While | was at that school my 
mother moved to Chicago. 

Schoo! meant nothing to me; / figured it was 
dumb to sit up there and have somebody tel/ 
me what George Washington did... Knowing 
that George Washington crossed the Delaware, 
how was that going to help me in a brick fight 
in St. Louis ? 

My second school was Banneker in St. Louis. 
It was all-black, like all the schools | went to. 
| threw a book back at a high-yaller teacher 
who had thrown it at me. They put me out of 
school and | finished grammar school in 
Chicago. 


Between school hours I’d scavenge for old 
cabbage leaves and half rotten fruit and 
vegetables at the market. | sold newspapers at 
night and doughnuts during the day. 

At Carter School on the south side of 
Chicago | was so raggedy, | was ashamed to 
go and pick up my diploma ; they mailed it to me. 

You know, friends, there was only one 
thing kept me out of college: high school. 

From there | went to DuSable High School. 
| had always dug music—I tried trombone and 
bass—and after a year, | ran away from home 
with a washtub band. | had made myself a 
one-string bass, with a pole and a washtub. 
There was a bunch of us neighborhood kids 
who got a group together and we hitched a 
ride on a freight train to New York. That was 
July 5, 1939. 

We got as far as the onion car and cried 
all the way to New York. That train was cold 
as a son of a bitch! We decided to jump off in 
Weehawken, N.J., when a group of detectives 
chased us. The other guys got caught and 
sent to the penitentiary, but | didn’t know that 
at the time. | finally jumped into a small tug 
boat that was headed across the Hudson. 
As we got closer to Manhattan | saw it turn 
black and realized we were heading directly 
for Harlem. We docked at 125th St. 

There was an address on West 138th St. 
where we had agreed to meet in case we got 
separated. Finally, one night | found them 
sitting on the steps; they’d just gotten out 
after doing 30 days. 

For a while we did pretty well with the 
group. We'd play on street corners and in 
subways, passing the hat, and we’d make as 
much as $50 a night each. We kept going until 
the war broke up the group. 

/ was in the Service, you know. A lieutenant 
saved my life overseas. He got out of the way 
while | was backing up... / backed up so far, 
one time | ran into a General. He said, “Why 
are you running?” | said, “/ am running 
because | cannot fly.” 


Penthouse: How about your own draft 
situation ? 
Foxx: | went to a draft board in Harlem. 


The doctor decided | had a heart condition 
so | was rejected. Those cats weren't hip yet 
to the soap deal. | had eaten a half bar of 
Octagon soap. which causes heart palpitations. 
So | stayed on in New York, still playing the 
tin tub. | worked with two guitar players and 
we did a tramp band act at the Apollo Theatre, 
opposite Jimmie Lunceford’s band. But it was 
tough work, and it became just a fight for 
survival. | pulled dresses around in the garment 
district; | was a bus boy at the White Turkey 
Town House Village and like to starved to death 
waiting for my salary. | had me a couple of 
sleep-in chicks who gave me a helping hand— 
not whores, but girls who would spend their 
night off with me on Thursdays and bring me 
food. Man, | had me so much gefilte fish and 
bagels, | was Jewish before Sammy! Often 
| slept on a rooftop at 707 St. Nicholas Ave. 
My mother knew about this, and one day on 
the mantel at the entrance of that building 
| saw a letter from her; she sent me $5 for 
Christmas. 

For a while | was a dishwasher and waiter 
at Jimmy's Chicken Shack on St. Nicholas 
Avenue. 

Penthouse: Wasn't it at Jimmy’s that you 
met Malcolm X? 

Foxx: He wasn’t Malcolm X when | first met 
him, he was Malcolm Little, or Detroit Red. 
He played in a pool hall across the street from 
where | slept at 707. We all used to hang out 


there. 145th to 150th Street was our territory; 
There was a bunch of guys in this neighbor- 
hood, and it was ours, like a gang. When we 
got a job in Jimmy’s Chicken Shack we had 
all kinds of hustles going. It was the busiest 
joint uptown and we made a little extra bread 
upping the checks and so forth. 

Malcolm was about the same color as me. 
You could hardly tell us apart; we both had 
those konks and our hair was red with a high 
pompadour and we had the zoot pants—just 
like the “high drape pants’’ Billie Holliday used 
to sing about in her blues. Malcolm didn‘t 
have the showbiz talent so he didn’t give a 
damn what he got into. He’d take on anything 
to get some dough. He was a little bit more 
aggressive but I'd rather miss sleeping with a 
broad and go somewhere and do 15 minutes 
of comedy. 

One time there was a girl who worked in a 
cleaner’s; she liked me, so she left the store 
window open. One night Malcolm and | went 
in and took about 100 suits and put them on 
the roof. We'd sell one or two of them a day 
off the roof. We never got caught for that. 
| guess that balanced out some of the stuff 
| had to pay for later that | didn’t do. 

What was going on in America wasn't on 
Malcolm's mind or mine. We weren't into that 
kind of bag; Harlem was where we were fixed. 
Except for those jobs in the garment district 
everything was happening uptown. 
Penthouse: Malcolm's attitude, as he de- 
scribed it in his book, was that he was so 
contemptuous of the whole social scene, he 
would take advantage of anybody and felt no 
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compunction about anything. Did you feel the 
same way at that time? 

Foxx: Yes, because being black and poor 
you had to be desperate. | remember one time 
Malcolm and | joined the Communist Party— 
maybe not joined it, but signed something or 
other—because they had white broads and 
food, and | hadn’‘t had a broad in a year and 
hadn’t had food in about two weeks. So here 
was this basement on St. Nicholas, with the 
white girls, and Malcolm and | went down 
there. We signed some papers, and they gave 
us a whole stack of literature, and you'd dance 
with the chicks, smell the perfume and eat the 
sandwiches. You just couldn't avoid being part 
of things like that because there was food. 
man—stacked high cake and lemonade, even 
boloney you could put in your pocket. | would 
have joined anything; I'd have joined the 
Ku Klux Klan if they’d had some sandwiches. 

/ don't like to bring hate into the country, 

but hell, you got to hate something. | hate. 
/ hate midgets and okra. If | ever catch a midget 
eating okra I'll put my foot in his ass. 
Penthouse: Did you share Malcolm’s hostility 
to the white world in general ? 
Foxx: No, | never had that. Usually | didn’t 
mess with white broads either. | was always 
the one that wound up with the black chick. 
The light-skinned cats got the black women; 
when a white woman wants a black man she 
wants him real black; she wants some lips 
and some color to go along with it. Of course, 
there were some light-skinned cats who got 
white women, like Billy Daniels, who was an 
exception because of his show biz position. 
He used to come into the Chicken Shack and 
drink champagne out of chicks’ shoes. Oh, he 
loved gray girls. 

What if Billy Daniels had sung “That Old 
White Magic’? You'd have dropped off the 
freeway if you'd heard that. 

| was young and desperate and didn’t have 
no future, so as far as | was concerned every- 
thing was wrong—l! didn’t care what color it 
came in. When you're alone in a big city, 
without relatives, you just don't care what you 
do; you don’t even mind dying, because what 
are you giving up? 

We black people don't kill ourselves, we're 
too hip to suffering. Don't kill yourselves, 
white friends—stop that foolishness! In San 
Francisco over 150 people have died off the 
bridge .. . only three Negroes .. . and two of 
them were pushed. 

I remember when | almost got shot. Two 

inches closer and that would have been it. 
We got into some kind of vendetta with 
another bunch of kids. It was a revenge thing. 
They just missed. I’m sure they were close, 
because you don’t hear those bullets whizzing 
by your ear unless they’re pretty damn close. 
Penthouse: What was the worst trouble you 
got into? 
Foxx: Armed robbery. Actually | wasn’t guilty 
—I suppose everyone says that. It was in the 
winter time, and a couple of other kids and 
| were so hungry we went into a Chinese 
restaurant, ate and ran out. The cops chased us. 
| turned a corner, slid on the ice into a parked 
car and that’s where they found me. They 
found the other guys around the corner in an 
elevator. At that time there had been a series 
of armed robberies in Harlem and they said 
we had been the ones sticking up all these 
Chinese restaurants. 

They put us in jail awaiting trial. We stayed 
in the Tombs for 90 days, just a bunch of kids, 
alongside some of the baddest groups of folks 
\‘d ever met, murderers and all kinds of people. 
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We black people 
don’t kill ourselves. 
Only three Negroes 
have died off San 
Francisco bridge, 
and two of them 
were pushed 


After we waited those 90 days for trial, they 
let us go for lack of evidence. 

That experience made me very bitter. | got 
into a lot more trouble. One time | was sleeping 
in a hallway at 105th Street and had just drunk 
a couple of quarts of milk that had been 
delivered. A detective found me asleep with the 
bottle in my hand. | had to go to Rikers Island 
for five days. That place is like the Alcatraz of 
the east. 

Penthouse: How many times were you in 
altogether ? 

Foxx: | don’t know, but it was a pretty long 
line of stuff. The three months was the longest 
| ever did, but | did that two or three times. 
One was for possession of marijuana. There 
was a whole field of it growing wild in New 
Jersey. So | pulled up some of it, filled the 
car with it and got caught with no driver's 
license and all this pot. It was hard not to be 
involved in pot then, when you realized how 
much you could make with it. But | was just 
using it for bartering, not peddling. 

Whenever | had the bread, | would spend 
all my time at the Savoy Ballroom on 140th and 
Lennox. The Savoy was very important because 
| found such a great relief in dancing, and 
| danced pretty good. 1 would hustle all day 
long, so | could get to the Savoy, meet some 
chicks and hear all the best bands. For 50¢ we 
saw some of the greatest bands in the world. 
They had two bandstands, and usually they 
alternated two name bands, plus the Savoy 
Sultans who were the house band. | think 
| paid 75¢ to see Erskine Hawkins’ orchestra, 
the Jay McShann band with Charlie Parker in 
the sax section, and the Sultans. There was 
never anything like the Savoy before or since. 
Just imagine 2,000 people dancing to that 
same beat—it was wild! Sometimes I'd be 
downstairs at the pool hall right under the 
ballroom, and you could see the floor sinking 
with the rhythm. 

Most of my life then, in fact, was wrapped 


around the Savoy. | met my first wife there. 
I’'d been in St. Louis for a while in 1945 and 
I'd had a little stab at junk there. Buddy 
Johnson, the bandleader, came to my rescue. 
He straightened me out, and his vocalist, 
Arthur Prysock, made room for me on the 
band bus. | was never involved with junk again. 
In fact, | had one experience that taught me a 
lesson for life. 

One day | was in a pool hall on St. Nicholas 
Ave., and | was on a winning streak. Two friends 
of mine came in and whispered to me that they 
had some smack. | said, “I’m winning some 
money here shooting pool. I‘ll cool it and 
catch you guys later.’” So they went to one 


| of these guy’s apartment, and when | left the 


pool hall and went around to where they were, 
| found them both lying on the bed, dead. 
From then on, that was enough for me not to 
mess with no heroin. | can still see those two 
cats lying backwards on the bed with their 
knees bent. If I'd finished the game ten minutes 
sooner, | would have been just as dead as they 
was. 

After | got back to New York with Buddy 
Johnson, | met this girl, Eleanor Killebrew, a 
young chick out of Newark on her first visit 
to New York. A bus driver and | had a little 
pad where we were selling booze after the 
Savoy closed. A musician brought Eleanor 
there and was going to rape her. We had a big 
fight; | put him out and she stayed there with 
me for protection, more or less, but five days 
later we were married. 

My father-in-law was so good, pretty soon 
| didn’t have to hustle. He wanted us to have 
a nice place, so we stayed in his big house over 
in Newark for the seven years we were married. 
He was a Mason and got me in the Masons. 
Being away from New York, and having a fine 
wife, | felt | had something to look forward 
to and | began to become a respectable man. 
Penthouse: What was the _ professional 
turning-point for you during those seven years ? 
Foxx: Sooner or later a man decides he ain't 
gonna hustle all his life. | got tired of this 
whole idea of mistreating people, misusing 
them, stealing. Still, it was hard to get work. 
In 1947 Slappy White and | formed a comedy 
team. He had just been divorced from Pearl 
Bailey. | had a Mohican haircut, and | wore a 
hat. When | took the hat off and showed my 
shaved head, those spooks laughed for five or 
six minutes. But when we went down to 
Broadway to play the Palace, we died like 
dogs; the whole act bombed. That was my 
first and last time at the Palace. 

The Foxx-White act stayed together until 
1951, but the most we ever made was $450 
a week for the two of us. During the winter of 
1951 Slappy and | were supposed to go to 
California to join Dinah Washington's show. 

California was a drag. We worked with 
Dinah, but about a month after we got out 
here, Slappy and | broke up. That was the end 
of our four years together. 

I'm fat right now because of racial prejudice. 
! went out to Hollywood to get a part in an 
African picture and they turned me down— 
said | was too light. So | put on 715 pounds, 
I'll be ready for ‘em next time. 

Penthouse: Did you find the California scene 
generally rougher than New York? 

Foxx: Only for a while. It was very segregated. 
| never did try to cut that Hollywood cake. 
In the 19 years I’ve been here I've only worked 
in downtown Hollywood two or three times. 
| remember going over once for an audition at 
Strip City and at first | couldn't get in because 
it was all-white. 


Best thing that happened to me in those 
years was when | met my second wife. She 
was one of a singing trio called the Harris 
Sisters in a club where | worked. My first wife 
and | had broken up when | left for California. 
She didn‘t want to come out here. 

/ remember when we first got married, my 
wife called her mother and said “Mom, | want 
you to come over this evening, ‘cause Redd 
said he was gonna go out and shoot some 
craps, and |! don’t know how to cook ‘em.” 

I'd known Jean just a week when we eloped 
to Las Vegas. I'd been seeing her around town 
for a long time, and always thought she was 
the prettiest black woman | had ever seen in 
my life, which | still do. 

While | was in a club at 38th and Western, 
a real popular place, a black cat named 
Dootsie Williams came in and said “Why don't 
you put this material on record ? It might sell.” 
It was a black thing, in a sense, so | said I'd go 
ahead and record for my black brother, because 
nobody else had offered me anything. 

| had no idea that the first album would sell 
like it did, because | had pretty bad material 
at that time, but the sales were fantastic. 
| wound up making 35 records for Williams’ 
Dooto Company. 

Penthouse: Were there any white sales at all, 
or were these just sold as party records for 
black audiences ? 

Foxx: It was strictly a ghetto operation. After 
a while | was sure | was getting royalty state- 
ments for a lot less records than | was selling, 
and | went to court. He wouldn't change the 
contract, so | just stopped recording. For years 
| couldn't record at all because I’ was tied up 
with him... Dootsie gave me one gold album. 
It turned green. 

Frank Sinatra changed my whole recording 
scene. He saw me working one time and he 
actually rolled on the floor laughing. He said, 
“| want to sign you up.” | told him | was all 
tied up, but he said, “Don’t you worry, I'll 
take care of it.” | don’t know what happened, 
but somehow or other, a couple of days later 
| was free. So | stayed with Frank’s record 
company for a year or two. 

Penthouse: When was the first time you 
played for a predominantly white audience ? 
Foxx: Around 1959. | was back in New York 
at Basin Street East. That was a powerhouse 
place at the time. | went in with Maynard 
Ferguson's orchestra and the Treniers. | was 
scared shitless because | didn’t know how far 
| could go. | felt | couldn't say things like ‘This 
is a great band. Look at those initials on the 
music stands, M.F.” By the time I’d think of 
what | was going to say, my timing would be off. 
On the third night, one of the Treniers said, 
“‘Man, why don’t you just do your thing, like 
you do wherever you go, and pump these 
people for all they’re worth.” So it just happened 
that night Ethel Merman was in, and she was 
loud. | can’t see people who don’t respect 
another performer, regardless of what color 
they may be, so | really read her, and | read 
somebody else that bugged me. | came on 
strong, just opened up and iet myself be 
Redd Foxx. | was in the men’s room and | 
heard some cat on the phone saying, “You 
get down here and catch this guy, he’s the 
dirtiest son-of-a-bitch | ever heard!’ Then he 
saw me and he nodded politely and said ‘’Ah, 
hum, | enjoyed your show .. .” 

Penthouse: Did you have trouble breaking 
into Las Vegas ? 

Foxx: That happened very slowly. In 1960 | 
played the Castaways, which isn’t one of the 
bigger places ; from there | went to the Aladdin, 


stayed a year or so, then finally in 1966 | made 
the big time; they put me in Caesar's Palace. 
That turned out lucky. Aretha Franklin was 
making her first Vegas appearance and she 
messed up. Opening night she didn’t show at 
all, so | stayed on about an hour and forty 
minutes and the crowd loved me. 

Here we are in Las Vegas the headquarters 
of T & A—tits and ass ... This is the only town 
where you can stand at one of them big green 
tables and say “/ just crapped’’ and nobody 
even looks up. You go to your home town and 
stand in the middle of Main Street and say 
that same thing, and just watch the people 
spread out. . 


Penthouse: Your television acceptance seems 
to have come very belatedly too. Is this be- 
cause you're black, or because of the type of 
material you use, or both? 

Foxx: | can only remember one time being cen- 
sored on television. On the Merv Griffin Show 
| told a story about this young couple that 
lives on a farm. The wife is going to a mas- 
querade party dressed as a cow, and the hus- 
band is going as a bull. They are a little late so 
they cut across a field. Half way across, a real 
bull sees them and starts to charge. The wife 
gets real scared. ‘‘Look, Bill, here comes a bull, 
what shall we do?”And the guy says, ‘I’m 
going to stand here and eat some grass; you'd 
better just brace yourself.’ Do you know what 
they did? They beeped out the word brace. 
That made it sound dirtier than what I'd said. 

Of course, television has changed like every- 

thing else. Nowadays you can talk about 
black and white, about pot, almost anything. 
Penthouse: Speaking of pot, do you agree 
that pot should be legalized ? 
Foxx: The liquor problem should be straight- 
ened out first; they need some laws to control 
liquor, but the liquor lobby is powerful. Maybe 
there should be a pot lobby. When you get 
100,000 kids together and you figure maybe 
50,000 are smoking, you know something is 
going to have to be done. You can see, if it 
was legalized, more money could be made 
from it taxwise than off of alcohol. 

There should be some supervision over the 
drug outlets. Pot just grows from God’s green 
earth, but all that other stuff has to be manu- 
factured. 

Nobody can handle heroin; | have never 
yet met a successful junkie. Maybe he will 
stay cool for a short while, then boom it takes 
over again. It’s tragic that like Dick Gregory 
said, ‘The police can find one kid who's high 
off junk, but they can’t find the guy who sold it 
to him!” 

Feather: Are your onstage references to mili- 
tants related to your private convictions ? 


.Penthouse: Do you share the feeling of some 


Foxx: / don’t want no black take-over. Hell, 
/ don't want to wait out at the airport five 
hours for the pilot to show up. . . Black power 
and white power are meaningless. | want green 
power. If] get some money I'l! buy the building 
where black power and white power hold their 
meetings and raze it to the ground and open 
up two gas Stations under a fictitious white 
name: Red Muldoon... /t broke my heart to 
see the riots here; | was shocked. | was so 
shocked | fell out of a store window... / could 
be a militant leader in this city, you know. 
I've got two X’s in my name but | ain't joined 
nothin’ yet. 

I'm a loner. | haven't joined anything and | 
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haven't been approached to join. Never met 
Eldridge, don’t know Angela, never even met 
Roy Wilkins. Even Malcolm, after he came out 
of jail and joined up with Elijah Muhammad, 
we were still friends and saw each other now 
and then at his home in the east or at my place 
out here, but he’d never try to get me involved 
in any of that stuff. 


observers who believe that the Black Panthers 
are being persecuted by the Police? 

Foxx: Anyone who dies the way they have 
died is being persecuted. When the cops go to 
school to learn how to capture a man and make 
an arrest, how to use tear gas and all that, 
surely they must learn that even if you are 
being shot at, you don’t shoot back simply 
because you have an overpowering superiority 
in the weapons department. 

There’s so much prejudice around. /f there 
was some blue people on earth, somebody 
would hate ‘em. Probably Negroes—saying 
“Look at them damn blue people movin’ in... 

| believe in fighting prejudice in my own way. 
When people have heard my act, they may go 
out with a better attitude. | have faith in the 
power of humor. 

When Bill Cosby became active in operating 
my club in Hollywood last spring, he had all 
my pictures of show biz people taken down, 
and | came in and saw nothing on the wall but 
militant sayings, militant pictures; nobody on 
that wall was smiling. It affected me so bad | 
had them all taken down. Whatever happened 
to happiness ? Being a comic, | have to look at 
it that way. 

lf anybody here has been offended by 
anything that I’ve said tonight, don't forget 
that you had an opportunity to leave, but you 
chose to stay and we hope you had fun. /f not, 
I'd like to say, very sincerely and from the 
bottom of my heart, friends, | don't give a shit. 
Thank you and goodnight. 

Penthouse: Mr. Foxx, thank you. O+—gy 
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OME old sayings defy the passage of the cen- 

turies, and one of them is the redoubtable remark 
from England's sagacious Dr Johnson on the coun- 
try’s capital. “If a man is tired of London,” he said, 
“he is tired of life, for London hath in it everything 
which life may offer.” Two hundred years later, who 
will argue, we wonder, with the sapient Samuel, as 
we contemplate so fatigue-banishing an eyeful as 
Monica Hill, who—despite her Dutch extraction—is 
among London’s contemporary offerings ? 

Tall (5ft 7in) and toppingly proportioned (37-22- 
32) this 18-year-old from England's rich and rural 
West Country went to the metropolis with a secre- 
tarial career in mind, and enrolled at a stenography 
college. But within the week, she found the curriculum 
a downbeat, if not down-Hill, experience. ‘We'd 
have an hour or so of instruction in the morning, about 
how to take letters. That was boring and confusing 
enough. But the worst part came in the afternoon— 
they’d put all of us, about 100 girls, in a big room at 


Plbbo-A-POPPIFA 
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individual desks wearing special 
earphones. Then this incredibly 
banal voice would come over the 
earphones, dictating business let- 
ters and so on, and we were sup- 
posed to write it all down and 
hand it in at the end of the day. | 
don't think | ever got more than 
one or two words right. The in- 
structors kept telling me | didn't 
have the right mental attitude. So 
after about a fortnight, | wrote out 
exactly what | thought of steno- 
graphy in general during the usual 
afternoon practice period, and 
handed it in and quit. They had the 
last laugh, though, | didn’t get 
my fees back.” 

Monica contemplated further 
courses of instruction, all pur- 
porting to teach young ladies well- 
paying occupations, until one day 
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she read that a London hairdressing house was 
opening its own school for hairdressers. She ap- 
plied, was accepted, and now works for a new 
men’s hairdressing establishment, cropping the 
crowns of some of the city’s trendiest men. ‘Men 
tip better than women, and with prices rising the 
way they are in England, that’s important. Nowa- 
days you're expected to make your own way—I 
don't believe in unemployment benefits. Also, 
men’s hair is much more fun to work with—it’s 
usually fuller, with more body, and there’s lots 
more room for style experimentation.” 

Monica aspires to her own hairdressing shop for 
men, but is as yet undecided about location. 
“London does have everything,” she says, “but | 
would like to try Canada.” An admirable sug- 
gestion, we think. Any man would be agreeable to 
crossing the frontier to have his hair shaped like 
this. 


MENS SANA IN CORPORE SANO 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 58 


“Brute!” she growled viciously. ‘Animal !”’ 

His reaction was unexpected. His mouth split into a wide 
grin, he raised his strong brown hands in a clasp of victory. 

“Bravo !"" he cried, shaking his close cropped head. He 
took her arm and began to walk her briskly along the pave- 
ment. “Beautiful! Oh Beautiful!” 

“Oh,” said Lindy, “yes.” 

“My home is above a refuse heap of vegetables,’” he 
boasted. 

Lindy realized he has referring to Covent Garden but was 
nevertheless impressed. She clung to him feeling the upper 
arm muscles as hard as cement. 

“Like life man,”’ she whispered, with emotion. And then 
deciding the phrase was a success that could be played 
upon, “Like man this is life.” They stopped in front of a 
narrow and grimy doorway. 


“No potatoes for me,” said Hugh firmly. Lindy looked at the 
two baked potatoes with their neat capping of sour cream. 
The candles on the dinner table gleamed cozily. 

“Nor for me,” she said regretfully. 

“I've got to keep fit.” Hugh very slowly chewed a small 
mouthful of chicken. 

“You look very fit,”’ 
candles. 

“So do you,” 
side of his plate. 

“You look very young. Was it good today ?” 

“Good ?”” Lindy jumped slightly. “Yes. All right. No. | 
mean marvellous! Fantastic! Terrific!’” She began to glow 
at the memory and was about to shout the final accolade 
when Hugh beat her to it. 


said Lindy, eyeing him between the 


said Hugh edging his cauliflower to the 


“Beautiful!” he cried. “Beautiful! What symmetry ! What 
muscle control !” 

“Well yes,” said Lindy. “Yes. You had a good game today 
then?” 

“Beautiful !”’ 

“Beautiful |" they repeated together and for an instant the 


same expression of agitation passed over their healthy 
faces. They pushed back their chairs. 

“Early night?” 

“Yes. Got to keep in training for the next session. New life 
for the old. You know.” 

“Oh yes. Can't wait.” Lindy looked round. “Where's your 
plastic bag, darling ? For the washing.” 

“Nowhere. | don't know. Where’s yours ?” 

“Oh, nowhere.” 

“Well. Well. Time for sleep.’ They each drew together their 
kimonos with an identical gesture and proceeded to the 
bedroom. 

“Exhausted,” said Hugh. 

“Mmm,” agreed Lindy from the far side of the bed. 

“There's nothing like exercise.” 

“Nothing.” 


Hugh skipped out of the taxi. He could have run the whole 
way to Holland Park. He had never felt so lithe and fit. 
Not one drink at lunch, not one! His cowboy belt rested 
casually at his hips. He pulled in his stomach muscles with 
satisfaction. What a girl she was! What wild fervour! 

The sun, in seeming endless generosity, cast a golden 
glow over leaves and flowers. Only the grass was wearing 
a bit thin. 

Hugh caught a flash of pink denims. His head leapt with 
excitement. He ran forward. 

“Hi! Oh beautiful !”’ 
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She was standing in front of the easel peering at the 
canvas with half closed eyes. It was an absolutely pristine 
white. Hugh realised the easel was set up in a fractionally 
different position than before. Hugh put his supple arms 
round the girl’s waist and pulled her back against himself. 
Her body was like steel. 

‘Hey!’ he said protestingly. 

She didn’t turn or take her eyes from the canvas for a 
minute. 

“Oh, hey! implored Hugh, wondering if he could mention 
the shortness of the time at their disposal. 

The girl screwed up her eyes further. He must have 
imagined the flash of pink denims for today she was dressed 
in a white linen smock inset demurely with lace. Her rich 
red hair hung in a long plait down her back. Hugh was 
excitedly aware she wore nothing underneath. 

He decided that once again it was the moment for 
offensive action. Boldly, he placed himself between her 
and the canvas. 

“Aquarius !"" he beseeched, “Aquarius !” 

The enormous green eyes stared fiercely through him. 

“Virgo !"" she mouthed through clenched teeth, “Virgo, 
you beast!” With luck the ‘’Virgo”’ could have referred to the 
untouched canvas. But the “‘beast’’—the ‘‘beast’’ was 
directed unmistakably. Hugh was so taken aback that he lost 
control of his monosyllables. 

“But you said you were Aquarius,”” he smiled weakly. 

The girl appeared supremely bored and raised her eyes to 
the deep blue sky. 

“Look man,” she said in flat, slightly cockney tones, ‘'| 
work at Woolworths all day, see ? Woolworths ! | earn enough 
money working behind a counter to come here in the 
evenings and do My Thing. The light doesn't last forever, you 
know! | don’t have forever. You made it once, right, very 
nice—well, fairly nice—but don’t expect me to drop my 
painting every time you pop up!” She sighed heavily as if 
it was impossible he could be so stupid. “Look, just look at 
that, the sky's golden already. August the twenty-ninth. The 
sun sets at seven fifty-eight.” Her impatience seemed .to 
increase at this dreadful thought and she raised her voice in 
fury: “Now for Christ's sake go and leave me alone till 
Winter!” 

Hugh was shattered. He stood with head bowed and looked 
at her feet. They were naked and her toenails were remarkably 
dirty. When her anger became volcanic the thought sup- 
ported him somewhat. He realized this was the moment to 
escape with dignity. He summoned up all his copy writing 
experience, but not a line suggested itself. He moved away 
from the canvas. 

“Have you seen a purple plastic bag ?” 
with clothes.”’ 


he said, ‘Filled 


Lindy wondered if she had overdone the chains round her 
neck. They did clank so. But decided they were just right. 
Everything was just right. Although she was not planning 
any dancing, she pointed her toe and gave a little skip as 
she reached The Dance Centre. She wouldn't object if 
anyone did think she was a dancer. 

The foyer was as crowded as usual. She would catch the 
Brute—oh what a Brute!—before he went to his class. 
She could see the men’s dressing room from where she 
stood ; any minute he would appear... She wiggled her toes 
in their new rope-soled sandals excitedly. 

“Hi! He had come up from behind. His hand rested on 
her shoulder. She looked up. His chest showing through a 
tight patched cotton sweater was still dry. She had caught 
him before class. He was wearing a gold bracelet on his 
left arm. She waited for him to spin her away. 

“Great!” he said, giving her another little pat on the 
shoulder. He smiled with his very white teeth. “Practice’s 
what does it. Practice! Practice! Till your breath comes in 
gasps.” 
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THIS MAN IS REDUCING HIS WAIST, ABDOMEN, HIPS AND THIGHS ., 
with the Fabulous New SAUNA BELT™ 


TRIA-JEANS 


The Amazing Space Age Slenderizer that is so sensationally effective it is... 


SUARANTEED TO REDUCE YOUR WAIST, ABDOMEN, 
HIPS AND THIGHS A TOTAL OF FROM 6TO 9 INCHES 


IN JUST 3 DAYS OR YOUR MONEY REFUNDED 


Here is how it works: 


“1 got my physique into excellent shape... 
tighter, firmer and 1012 inches trimmer 
with these great trim-jeans. It took just a 
few minutes a day over 
the 3 day period during 
which | lost 3% inches 
from my waist, 3% 
inches from my abdo- 
men, 1% inches from 
my hips and a total of 


pu After a few pleasant mo- 


ry g 
on his trim-jeans, is inflat- 
ing them with the handy 
pump provided. He is now 
ready to perform his ‘Magic 
Torso’ movements, an 
exercise program designed 
specially for trim-jeans. 


ments—about 10 minutes 
or so—doing his ‘Magic 
Torso’ movements, Gary is 
now relaxing for an addi- 
tional 20 minutes while 
keeping his trim-jeans on. 
That is all there is to it. 


period, Gary removes his 
trim-jeans and is amazed 
and delighted by his re- 
sults. Gary lost 134 inches 
from his waist, 1/2 inches 
from his abdomen and a 
total of 2% inches from his 
hips and thighs—all this 


2% inches off my 
thighs. Terrific results 
...4@ terrific product!” 


Gary Coover 
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from his very first session. 


THIS SUPER PRODUCT IS PRODUCING SUPER NEW SLENDERIZING FOR A HOST OF MEN. 
HERE ARE JUST A FEW: 

David Medeiros: ‘Just 3 days on the trim-jeans program and | trimmed off 13 excess inches; 5 inches from my 

waist, 4% inches from my abdomen, 1 inch from my hips and 2% inches trom my thighs. No dieting—and my 

appearance has improved 100%." 


Richard Martin: ‘'/ trimmed a total of 10% inches off my midsection, hips and thighs in 3 days with trim-jeans 
—actually lost 7% inches in one 30 minute period first time | used them. During the 3 days my waist came 
down from 36 inches to 33% inches and my abdomen from 41 inches to 36¥%2 inches." 


Martin Dunn: ‘‘/t was an extremely satisfying experience to spend 3 rather brief periods using the trim-jeans 
and to discover that my waist, hip and thigh measurements had decreased by a total of more than 10 inches. 
| find that my entire physique has assumed a much trimmer, more athletic appearance.” 


TRIM-JEANS—THE SPACE AGE SLENDERIZER WITH RESULTS THAT ARE OUT OF THIS 
WORLD. The trim-jeans are a marvel of ease, comfort and efficiency. Once you sums 

have slipped them on, you are ready for the most astounding experience in rapid 
slenderizing you have ever known. Only trim-jeans has the unique features of design, : 
including the exclusive super sauna-lock that permits the constant snug fit and solid 
support in all 4 areas—waist, abdomen, hips and thighs—without which truly 
sensational results are not possible. We recommend that the trim-jeans be used 
a few minutes each day for 3 days in a row when you first receive them and @@ 
then several times a week until you have achieved your maximum potential 
inch loss. After that, for maintenance you can use the trim-jeans about twice a 
month or as often as you feel the need. 


THE MOST REVOLUTIONARY GUARANTEE IN SLENDERIZING HISTORY. So many 
users of the trim-jeans obtain ‘instant reducing’—are inches slimmer, inches 
trimmer in from just 1 to 3 sessions with this super slenderizer—are actually 
losing as much as a total of 7 or more inches from their waists, abdomens, 
hips and thighs in just 1 session and up to 13 or more inches from 3 
sessions. This principle produces really fantastic results. There may be 
variations of speed and/or degree of results due to individual differ- 
ences in metabolism and body response. Not everyone may lose 7 
inches in just 1 session or 13 or more inches in 3 days but remember 
this: No matter what your metabolism, no matter what your body type, 
if you do not lose a total of from 6 to 9 inches from your waist, abdo- 
men, hips and thighs in just 3 days, you may return the trim-jeans and 
your entire purchase price will be immediately refunded. 


THE AMAZING TRIM-JEANS TAKE OFF INCHES WHERE THEY NEED 
TO COME OFF. Your trim-jeans are designed to give you just the 
reducing effect you need where you need it...and the price of the 
trim-jeans is just $13.95 and each pair carries a FULL MONEY BACK a 
GUARANTEE. Here is the slenderizer supreme—trim-jeans—which we 
sincerely believe to be the easiest, fastest, most convenient, most 
sensationally effective waist, abdomen, hip and thigh reducer ever 
discovered—with the most revolutionary guarantee in slender- 
izing history. So if you want trimmer, slimmer, sleeker 
‘measurements and you want them now, send for your 


trim-jeans today. 


© Sauna Belt Inc., 1970, 1971, P. O. Box 3984, 
San Francisco, CA 94119/Pats. Pend. Za 
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I am a professional photographer -in this 
big wonderful world there may be other 
professions, but I don’t care. The ability to 
create and photograph beauty so that I may 


exhibit it for others to share, 
gives me one of my greatest 
joys for living. 


Meditation 


Black Image 


Basic Woman 


Like It Is 


Tear Drop 


Fine Art Reproductions TO: TONY CURRIN PRINTS e 34 READ AVENUE 


The modern photographer is by any standards an artist. GRESTNOOD Nat 10701 


Tony Currin is such a man. Painting with camera, lights and Please Ship: [J Meditation O Black Image 
; ‘ : i (0 Basic Woman (0 Tear Drop ( Like It Is 
subject he brings his own touch to the photography of women. (@ 2.50 each plus 75¢ for shipping - min. order 5.00) 


We are now offering this collection of five of his personal (eecept ie set on tiveitor 1000 675" shioning: 
favorites—lithographed on fine quality paper to insure perfect Enclosed is check or money order, no C.O.D. 
reproduction. Size, 22 x 28 (‘Like It Is’ 25 x 38). Un- 
believably priced at $2.50 each, all five for $10.00 (saving 
of $2.50). Minimum order is $5.00. Please add 75c to each Address 
order for postage and shipping. Shipped rolled in tubes. City 
Sorry no C.O.D. 


Name 
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TO: PENTHOUSE BOOK SOCIETY 
Dept. EE, 1560 Broadway, New York, N.Y. 10036 


Sirs: Please enroll me as a Charter Member of the 
Penthouse Book Society. | understand that member- 
ship entitles me to full savings on all books offered 
by the Society, and that | am not obligated to purchase 
any specific number of books. | enclose [] check 
(J money order for $5 (membership fee) plus the cost 
of books ordered below. 


(! am already a member of the Society; | am enclos- 
ing the cost of books only (no membership fee). 


Please ship_____ copies of 
“The Kama Sutra Photo-Illustrated”’ 
@ $17.50 per copy. 


Name 
Address 
City. 


THE KAMA SUTRA OF VATSYAYANA: 
PHOTO-ILLUSTRATED 
Hogarth Guild 


For the first time in its long history, THE KAMA SUTRA 
has at last been illustrated with photography, the one 
art medium most suitable to today’s reader. In place 
of fantasy, there is now explicit visual reality. The 
total candor of the 62 photographs included in this 
288-page authentic work bring forth images of ecstasy, 
freedom, and un-self conscious love. This particular 
version has been translated from the Sanskrit, origi- 
nally printed for the devout Hindoo Hama Shastra 
Society, Benares in 1883, when it was marked “for 
private circulation only.” 


Of the many editions of this work, some authentic, 
some Bowdlerized, some improperly expanded or 
abridged, none is considered by scholars to be more 
reliable than this one. It is a complete, unexpurgated 
edition; design, binding and typography are faithful 
to the original. MEMBERS’ PRICE: $17.50 


TRISH: THE WHISKEY OF GENTLE AUTHORITY 


uous production longer than any 

distillate known to western civiliza- 
tion. Experience counts heavily in the art 
of whiskey making. Irish is made en- 
tirely of Irish products, and when you 
pick up a bottle of Jameson's or Paddy 
or Powers’ or Tullamore Dew (the Irish 
Republic's big four) everything you 
hold in your hand comes from Ireland 
except the cork in the bottle. 

First- and foremost come the Irish- 
grown grains—mainly barley. It takes an 
acre of plump Irish barley to make 100 
cases of whiskey—and there are many 
who think that choice grain was never 
put to better use. Next in importance 
comes the traditional method of pot 
distilling—a technique whereby fermen- 
ted grain is boiled and the vapor is 
condensed to form a spirit. Pot stills 
haven't changed much from their origin- 
al design. A pot still is much more costly 


‘ts happens to have been in contin- 
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_ DRINK BY LIONEL BRAUN 


to operate than a continuous or patent 
still because each batch has to be distil- 
led through from beginning to end under 
careful supervision, then the operation 
started all over again. 

Other countries also use pot stills, 
either alone or in combination with 
continuous stills. Scotland does; so 
does France for her cognac. But Ireland 
remains unique in distilling her whiskey 
three times. Furthermore, only the choice 
center part of the distillate is retained 
each time, resulting in spirits with a 
particularly smooth, clean flavor. Then 
there is the ageing. Most Irish whiskey 
sold is at least five years old and much of 
it is ten or more. It is easy to understand 
the difference that this expensive ageing 
makes in taste. Irish whiskey is extra- 
ordinarily smooth and gentle without 
sacrificing richness and big body. It has 
been said to have a firm masculine 
quality beneath its lightness and grace. 


Itis the whiskey of gentle authority. 
Today an increasing number of know- 
ing Americans, Englishmen, Frenchmen, 
Germans, Scandinavians, besides the 
loyal Irish, drink Irish whiskey. They are 
in good company, with the likes of 
James Joyce, who wrote of “the light 
music of whiskey falling into glasses; 
and Samuel Johnson, who spoke in his 
great dictionary of its “pleasant and 
mild flavor;” and Czar Peter the Great, 


who scoured Western Europe for the 


best of everything and ranked Irish tops 

—"of all wines, the Irish is the best.” 
The origin of the art of distilling is lost 
in the mists of antiquity, but what we do 
know almost for sure is that, so far as 
whiskey distilling is concerned, Ireland 
invented it some seven centuries ago. 
When the Britons paid the first of their 
many uninvited visits to Ireland in 
1170 A.D. they found a thriving cottage 
industry of whiskey distilling. Soon 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 90 
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NOW YOU CAN 


FORGET 


TEXT-BOOR 


THE WORLD'S MOST PERMISSIVE MAGAZINE 
available on suoscription only! 


Breast Development through Hypnosis 
Group Sex—A Report on the American Scene 
Study of Impotence & Premature Ejaculation 

Sensitivity Groups—New Psychological Approach 
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very time you pick up a book on love 

or sex—however permissive or detailed 

or earthy it may be—you’re being 

cheated! You're -being robbed of 

information—the kind of vital, gutsy, 
no-holds-barred information that comes only 
with personal experience. The human sexual 
condition is not merely a social, medical or 
psychological phenomenon, but an intimate 
life-style activity involving intellectual and 
spiritual and racial and environmental values 
as well. Sex is a way of life and a quality of 
living, and these are the very elements that 
make Forum unique—that set it wncompro- 
misingly apart from anything you've ever read 
or seen before. 

Michael De-La-Noy, former press secretary 
to the Archbishop of Canterbury (the Anglican 
equivalent to the Roman Catholic Pope), was 
fired by the Church of England for contributing 
an article to Forum. The ensuing controversy 
between the religious establishment and the 
free-wheeling permissiveness of Forum and 
the intellectual establishment that supports it, 
made the front page of every newspaper in 
Britain. The reason for the firing: De-La-Noy 
had knowingly and unceremoniously sacrificed 
his coveted position in the Anglican hierarchy 
for “a few pages of notoriety in a particularly 
abrasive pornographic magazine !" 

Nothing could be farther from the truth. 
Michael De-La-Noy, like scores of other 
leading intellectuals who regularly contribute 
to Forum, found in its pages “a fundamentally 
new concept of freedom that dwarfs every 
effort at candor, truth and meaningful infor- 
mation that has gone before. 

Forum, unlike so many other books and 
periodicals, is not a medically orientated, pre- 
digested manual of sexual conduct and 
technology, nor is it a simple, sociological 
study of life in our time. Forum /s life—a living 
pulsating amalgam of the lives of thousands 
of men and women who recount through the 
most uninhibited letters columns ever published 
their private activities and relationships, their 
innermost thoughts and fantasies on every 
conceivable level of psycho-sexual behavior. 
Forum, as its name implies, has all of the 
sparkle and spontaneity of an open dialogue 
between the sexually aware. It also contains 
the most comprehensive and far-reaching 
personal advisory service to be found anywhere 
in print. A panel of noted authorities ranging 
from legal to theological, medical to philo- 
sophical—each a specialist in his own field— 
answers questions on every possible subject in 
the human sexual spectrum. There are articles 
by world-famous authors on love, sex and 
marriage, interviews with priests, prophets and 
prostitutes, social surveys on male, female and 
group sexuality. In sum, Forum touches 
knowingly and authoritatively on every aspect 
of the socio-sexual relationship—it leaves no 
stone unturned and no question unanswered. 

Apart from the many, many pages of 
personal letters, advisory columns, candid 
interviews and case histories, here is a brief 
sampling of the type and variety of article 
Forum publishes : 

IS PENIS ENLARGEMENT POSSIBLE—the 
answer: an unqualified yes ! 


INCREASING SEXUAL PLEASURE—a con- 
tinuous series, e.g. How to learn the feminine 
art of vaginal muscle control, How to increase 
erectile potency and frequency in the male, 
etc. etc. 

DO-IT-YOURSELF APHRODISIACS—the 
real truth. 

SEXUAL AIDS—a comprehensive, illustrated, 
and availability survey. 

MALE REJUVENATION—an incredible new 
technique ! 

BREAST DEVELOPMENT THROUGH 
HYPNOTIC SUGGESTION. 

IMPOTENCE AND PREMATURE EJACU- 
LATION—causes, symptoms and effective 
treatment. 

PENILE STUDY—the famous Forum survey; 
compulsive reading including medical data and 
contemporary comparison charts for men and 
women ! 

MYSTERIES OF THE FEMALE ORGASM. 

ADULTERY—a new aid to marital well- 
being! 

ORAL LOVEMAKING—variations and tech- 
niques from culture to culture. 

SEX AND THE LAW—chaos in the courts. 

INCEST—contemporary case histories. 

MASTURBATION. 

TROILISM—variations in marriage. 

BISEXUALITY—personally-narrated case 
histories. 

SEX AFTER FIFTY—essential advice for the 
middle-aged man and woman. 

SMOKING AND HOW IT AFFECTS YOUR 
SEX LIFE. 

GROUP SEX—a report on the American 
swinger; his manners, methods and areas of 
operation. 

SEXUAL LIBERATION IN WOMEN—an 
irresistible tide of opinion, practice and progress. 
WHY MEN WEAR WOMEN’S CLOTHES. 

HOMOSEXUALITY—theories, practices and 
facts. 

PARALLEL 
ANIMALS. 

FAT MEN MAKE POOR LOVERS. 

STUDIES IN FEMALE SEXUALITY—fasci- 
nating and completely candid case histories 
(hard-cover publishing rights already bought 
by Simon & Shuster). 

THE VIRGINITY SYNDROME. 

SENSITIVITY GROUPS—a new concept in 
emotional therapy. 

|, A WOMAN—a female's candid view of her 
vaginality. 

DRUGS AND THE EROSION OF SEXUAL 
ACTIVITY. 

WHAT EVERY MAN SHOULD KNOW 
ABOUT VASECTOMY. 

TRANSVESTISM—its erotic aspects. 

SADO-MASOCHISM-—a profound investiga- 
tion into the strangest and most dangerously 
complex area of sexual behavior. 

GROUP MARRIAGE—theory and practice 
in the U.S. 

REBUILDING YOUR MARRIAGE—a prac- 
tical approach to overcoming apathy in 
marriage. 

FRIGIDITY—causes and treatment. 

VOYEURISM AND EXHIBITIONISM— 
compatible phenomena. 

BESTIALITY—a series of personally-narrated 


SEXUAL BEHAVIOR IN 


accounts; the frequency and dangers of the 
practice with extensive medical commentary. 

THE PROSTATE—what every man should 
know. 

THE LOVE MACHINE—sex and robotics. 

NYMPHOMANIA—dispelling the myths. 

SEX APPEAL AND THE EROTIC DREAM— 
personal magnetism as an acquired art. 

WOMEN—THE NEW SEXUAL PREDATORS 
—a fascinating and completely original study 
of the rapidly developing sexual aggression 
in women. 

A DAY IN THE LIFE OF A LONDON 
PROSTITUTE—told in her own words; a direct 
and unedited account. 

In short, Forum tells it like it is. For the first 
time in publishing history, an absolutely 
fearless magazine cuts through the fluff and 
flab of text-book sex to provide you with the 
most dramatic insight ever into the nature of 
human sexuality. 

Stylistically, Forum is a lushly-produced 
monthly magazine bound in 100-pound art 
board and printed by the most expensive of all 
photo-lithographic processes on the finest 
60-pound silk-coated stock. 

Historically, Forum was created by Penthouse 
Publications Ltd. and first published over three 
years ago in Great Britain. It was an instant 
success, and today—on the eve of its intro- 
duction to North America—remains the most 
distinguished and widely sold journal of its 
type in the world! 

Forum cannot be bought at the newstands in 
the U.S.; it is available only by subscription at 
the rate of $12.00 per year (postage and 
packaging free) for 12 issues. 


Please enter me as a subscriber to Forum 
Magazine for one year and send me 12 
issues. | enclose cheque/money order for 
$12 (postage included). Cheques payable 
to Forum International. 


PLEASE PRINT NAME & ADDRESS 


NAME... 


Send coupon with remittance to: FORUM 


INTERNATIONAL, Subscription Depart- 
ment, 1560 Broadway, New York, N.Y. 
10036. (Copies will be posted from U.K. 
surface mail, in strongly sealed envelope.) 


We, 
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by Raymond Lamont Brown 


after noon ... . | saw a host of 

eunuchs with boxes and sacks 
containing their belongings . . . 
coming out of the Hsuan Wu Gate on 
the north side of the Tzu Chin 
Palace, crying pitifully in high- 
pitched, feminine voices’. Thus Dr 
Tokio Hashikawa described the final 
destruction of the Chinese eunuch 
system on 5 November 1-924, when 
Hsuan T’ung Ti, the last Emperor of 
the Ch’ing dynasty (1644-1912), 
was driven out of the Tzu Chin 
Palace following General Feng Yu 
Hsiang’s coup d état. 

In a matter of minutes there were 
dispersed the last vestiges of a 
system of political government which 
had endured more than 2000 years 
and through 25 dynasties, for during 
the long history of China for pro- 
tracted periods eunuchs either ruled 
directly or were the powers behind 
the throne. Dynasties were built on 
and around eunuchs, and whole 
governments collapsed because of 
their machinations. Indeed, the struc- 
ture of Chinese intimate politics was 
so great that eunuchs often played 
an imperial role, while the official 
titular Emperor did nothing more 
than select a rota for copulating with 
his hundred or so concubines. 

What were the origins of Chinese 
emasculation? While one of the 
earliest references to _ politically 
orientated Chinese eunuchs occurs 
in the 7so Chuan for 535 BC, 
historians generally agree that it was 
not until the reign of Han Huan Ti 
(146-67 A.D.) that this new weak- 
ness in the governmental structure 
became evident. Nevertheless from 
the discovery by Dr Shizuka Shira- 
kawa of certain pictographs meaning 
“penis cut off at an ancient Yin- 
dynastic site, it may be said that 
eunuchs existed in China at least 
1300 years before Christ. 

Throughout Imperial China the 
description huan kuan meant either 
“castrated man”, or ‘one who serves 
in the Imperial Palace”. Though 
voluntary emasculation, known as. 
tzu kung, was similar to the act 
committed as a work of devotion to 
God since ancient Egyptian times, 
the Chinese had a different basic 
intent. While Christian voluntary 
eunuchs sought heaven, 
Chinese equivalents (ching shen) 
sought more mundane rewards— 
sexual desire loomed as an obstruc- 
tion to their political, social and civic 
advancement. 


CHOIRS OF CASTRATI 


The exact origin of eunuchism is 
ditficult to trace with certainty, but 


\ N eye-witness wrote: “Shortly 
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their 


it is thought by some scholars that 
the system was started by Semiramis, 
the beautiful and sensual Assyrian 
queen who founded New Babylonia. 
The custom of emasculation was 
widespread, for the chronicles of 
Egypt, Greece, Rome and Turkey, 
for instance, all mention voluntary 
castration. In Italy, the practice of 
making boy sopranos by castration 
for Catholic choirs was common and 
was not banned until the latter half 
of the 19th century by Pope Leo 
XIll. Even after that, the practice 
continued outside the Church in 
supplying. boys for operatic and 
theatrical groups in various parts of 
Europe. 

Unlike other civilizations, the 
Chinese had an explanation for the 
necessity of eunuchs. The four 
“eunuch stars’, located in the astro- 
nomical map to the west of the 
Emperor's constellation, were indi- 
cative to the sages of their role as 
attendants in the heavenly world. 
The Chinese firmly believed that the 
heavenly order of things applied to 
all humans, so they were able to 
accept the eunuch system as a matter 
of destiny, or divine order. Castrated 
men were used both in the East and 
West as palace attendants, particu- 
larly in the women’s quarters, but 
Chinese eunuchs had far more func- 
tional power; the an /en eunuchs 
were palace guards, the ssu jen took 
care of the Emperor's mistresses and 
the punishment of erring court ladies 
(being impotent they were deemed 
unable to obtain sexual pleasure 
from flagellation), and the other 
categories applied themselves to the 
pursuit of wisdom and learning for 
their own advancement, while under- 
taking clerical and household duties. 


THE LAST AROUSAL 


As for methods of castration, 
according to the historical research 
conducted by G. C. Stent during the 
1870s and 1880s, a eunuchs’ clinic 
(chang tzu) was established outside 
the western gate of the Tzu Chin 
Palace. There government-sponsored 
and approved specialists performed 
castrations for around six fae/s (about 
£35 or $84.00) per operation, in- 
cluding aftercare. As most of the 
candidates for eunuchs’ positions 
were poor they had to furnish these 
specialists with the name of a 
guarantor and a written promise to 
pay the fee from future salaries. 
Preparations for the operation be- 
gan with the binding of the patient's 
abdomen and upper thighs tightly 
with white strings or bandages. Next 
the penis and scrotum were washed 
three times in pepper-water by the 


@ The patient was confronted 
curved knife, who asked: “Will 


specialist while his assistant (usually 
a girl) shaved off the pubic hair. 
When the prospective eunuch was 
made comfortable he was generally 
given the option of a final copulation 
with, or masturbation by, one of the 
assistants before the actual operation. 

For the actual operation the candi- 
date was seated in a semi-reclining 
position on a heated couch (kang) 
while legs, arms and waist were 
firmly held by male assistants. The 


Chief Eunuch (right) with Dowager Empress of China, 


by the specialist, with a small 


you regret this action or not a) 


Tzu-Hsi. 


patient, now ready, was confronted 
by the specialist who, with a small 
slightly curved blade in his hand, 
confirmed the candidate’s intention 
by asking Hou hue/ pu hou huei?— 
“Will you regret this action or not?” 
Should the patient show the slightest 
uncertainty, the operation was not 
performed, but should consent be 
given, the knife flashed and a new 
eunuch was made. 

Both the scrotum and penis were 


cut off and either solder or a plug 
inserted in the urethra, after which 
the lesion was covered with water 
soaked paper and bandages. Assist- 
ants then walked the patient round 
the room for two or three hours 
before allowing him to rest. 

Even though the patient was not 
permitted to drink directly after 
castration, should urine gush out of 
the orifice when the plug was 
removed three days later, the opera- 
tion was pronounced a success and 
congratulations were exchanged. 
According to evidence in the old 
chronicles, the mortality rate after 
castration was extremely low. Usually 
the wounds healed in about 100 
days, -after which the eunuch would 
go to the Imperial Palace to learn his 
new duties. 

There were superstitions about the 
severed parts, and after the operation 
it was customary to dispose of the 
penis and scrotum in one of two 
ways. The severed parts, known as 
pao, or ‘treasure’, were processed 
‘by the specialist and placed in a 
ceremonial case. This case was either 
taken away by the eunuch for display 
at his own lodgings, or was retained 
by the specialist for exhibition on the 
kao sheng, an elevated shelf in the 
surgery; thereafter regular prayers 
were said for the eunuch’s advance- 
ment. Whenever a eunuch sought 
promotion he had to produce his 
pao at a yen pao (‘treasure examina- 
tion”) ceremony. Should a eunuch 
have lost it (thieves found a steady 
blackmarket for pao), a replacement 
could be obtained from the ch’ang 
tzu for as much as 50 tae/s (about 
£290 or $700.00), or a lesser fee if a 
poa was only rented. 

Because of the _ superstitious 
Chinese fear of deformity, when a 
eunuch died, his pao was generally 
sealed along with the cadaver in his 
tomb; eunuchs hoped to be restored 
to masculinity in the next world. 
Furthermore, it was believed, should 
a man enter the realms of the dead 
without a phallus, then Jun Wang, 
King of the Underworld, would turn 
the unfortunate into a female ass. 

Though eunuchs dressed in a 
distinctive pao tzu, a long grey gar- 
ment, over which was draped an 
outer coat kua tzu, they were easily 
distinguished from others by their 
generally repulsive physical appear- 
ance. They walked slightly bent with 
short, mincing steps. Those who had 
undergone childhood castration had 
high-pitched falsetto voices. Beard- 
less, many of the handsome eunuchs 
resembled male transvestites, but as 
they grew older all eunuchs took on 
an ageless, fat, flabby and sexless 


appearance. 
Characteristic changes also took 
place along with physical trans- 
formation. Eunuchs were easily driven 
to tears and anger, but they were 
seldom cruel—usually gentle, warm- 
hearted and conciliatory. Because of 
their castration most eunuchs regu- 
larly wet themselves, and the old 
records tell how a eunuch could be 
detected by his smell 300 meters 
away (persistent bed-wetting was 
once an offence punishable by law 
in China). 
‘After the Ch'in dynasty, apparently 
all eunuchs were drug addicts, with 
a childish pleasure in gambling. 
Their strong points, however, may 
be enumerated as honesty, benevo- 
lence, loyalty and diligence, the 
eunuchs of evil intention exploiting 
their own talents for personal ad- 
vancement. There was a distinct 
difference between those deprived 
of their sex in childhood (tung 
cheng), and those castrated in man- 
hood (ching). Young tung cheng 
were greatly favoured by the court 
ladies who used them for sexual 
adventures, manual orgasm incite- 
ment and cunnilingus. 


ENFORCED EUNUCHS 


Why were eunuchs needed in 
Imperial China at all? There were 
several main reasons. The innate 
jealousy of the Chinese autocracy 
concerning their womenfolk was 
one; no eunuch could have illicit 
relations, which made him fitting as 
a harem guard or administrator. As 
castration was a symbol of punish- 
ment and conquest (prisoners were 
regularly castrated), it gave prestige 
to the master to have eunuchs around. 
Eunuchs, also, were not classed as 
avaricious ‘ordinary commoners’, SO 
they were able to approach the sacred 
persons of the overlords who would 
have been polluted by even a com- 
moner’s breath. 

Eunuchs generally thought of 
themselves, in terms of group con- 
sciousness, as a ‘race’, and jealously 
guarded their privileges. They were 
also strong in their opposition to 
oppression by outsiders. A eunuch’s 
power, however, was only as strong 
as his knowledge of his master’s 
whims and weaknesses. 

Needless to say, the characters of 
the eunuchs changed down the 
centuries to be in tune with their 
masters’ desires, but the funda- 
mental duty of preventing confidential 
matters from being revealed remained 
unchanged as long as the Oriental 
autocrats continued. Ming emperors, 
in particular, relied on eunuchs 
chiefly for the same reason that 
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England’s Plantagenet and Tudor 
kings relied on celibate clerics to 
manage their household agencies, 
such as the Chancery and Exchequer. 

The number of eunuchs in China 
varied with the era; there were far 
fewer in the days of Ch’ing, for 
instance, than in those of Ming 
(1368-1644). Stent estimated that 
as many as 3000 eunuchs were 
needed to run the Imperial Court. To 
avoid intrigues and keep court secrets, 
eunuchs were usually drawn from 
“outside” tribes or races. Conquest 
too brought its supply. In the reign 
of Ying Tsung, it is said, 1565 boys 
from the Miao tribe in Kuei province 
were castrated for court employment. 
Kung hsing, castration as punishment 
was also a secondary source of 
eunuch supply. Women incidentally 
were also punished by operations on 
the reproductive system. 

A big change in the source of 
eunuch supply occurred during the 
Tang dynasty, when dynastic-local 
officials were ordered to offer for 
court duty eunuchs in their own 
domains. To. meet the required quota 
officials scoured the country for suit- 
able candidates for castration in- 
cluding peasant boys and slaves. 
Sailing out of Kuang Tung (Canton), 
Chinese privateers also did a brisk 
trade in slaves for castration. 


MANIPULATIVE FAVOURS 


To become a eunuch, and to 
advance in the world as such, were 
two quite different matters. The ideal 
eunuch, who did not have to have the 
high education and administrative 
ability of the Chinese bureaucrat, 
was young, dandyish, shrewd and 
elegant in manner with a sweet clear 
voice. Though the eunuch should be 
viewed as one leading the life of a 
transvestite in the lascivious atmos- 
phere of the T'ang (600-900) serag- 
lio, the manner of the man-actress 
was not easily acquired; the reason 
why the eunuchs of Fu Chien 
(Fukien) province became distin- 
guished was their transvestite skill 
and the local atmosphere of per- 
verted sex relations between men. 

Indulging in practices dating from 
the Six Dynasties (c. 200-600), the 
old perverts of Fukien were .called 
chii hsung and the younger ones 
chi ti. When a chi7 hsung visited the 
home of a ch7 ti he was welcomed 
by the whole family as a bridegroom, 
and should the ch7 t/ later marry, the 
chii hsung would pay all the ex- 
penses. Many a eunuch from Fukien, 
it was said, had had himself castrated 
because of an unrequited homo- 
sexual love affair. 

The most favoured eunuch resi- 


82 PENTHOUSE 


dents of the women’s quarters, of 
course, were those who knew the 
largest number of sexual perversions 
that might satisfy a woman. As the 
lord or emperor could only satisfy 
a few women a night, the other 
concubines (sometimes as many as 
120) vied with each other for the 
manipulative favours of the expert 
eunuchs. 


HAREM DUTIES 


While the more ambitious eunuchs 
took charge of the administrative 
duties of the Imperial Court and the 
lesser eunuchs the cleaning duties 
of the Imperial Household and 
Mausoleum, through the direction 
of the “Twenty-four Official Agen- 
cies’, the favourite eunuchs took 
charge of the organisation of the 
lord’s nocturnal activities. When the 
ruler had sexual relations with his 
consort, a eunuch recorded the date 
as a proof in case of conception. In 
the case of intercourse with con- 
cubines, however, each girl was 
issued with a Lu tou pai (name- 
plate), from which the ruler selected 
a handful for his evening’s sexual 
entertainment. It was the job of the 
bedchamber eunuch to take the 
nameplate to the harem, find the 
right girl, inquire whether she was 
menstruating or pregnant and, if not, 
strip her, inspect her for any illness or 
disease and carry her back to the 
ruler’s bedchamber. 


The bedchamber eunuch also 
arranged for the proper contraceptive 
measures should the Emperor not 
wish his concubine to become preg- 
nant. Each copulation was carefully 
logged as a concubine’s future 
position depended on whether or not 
she had had a child by the Emperor. 
It is interesting to note that in the 
Imperial Seraglio, the words of the 
Empress carried much weight. The 
Emperor could be ‘rationed’ with 
sex at the Empress’s command— 
girls could only be brought to the 
Emperor from the seraglio if the 
Empress had issued a special docu- 
ment bearing her seal of permission. 

Eunuchs were also in charge of the 
Emperor's sex education, and directly 
responsible to the relevant household 
agency for making known to His 
Imperial and Celestial Majesty the 
best ways to masturbate, and copu- 
late, including the use of drugs and 
apparatus for enhancing sexual 
pleasure. 

During the T’ang dynasty the 
social setup was in sharp contrast 
to the strict Confucian society of the 
later Han dynasty (100-200). The 
T'ang dynasty was a world empire 
consisting of such peoples as 


Chinese, Mongols, Turks, Tungus and 
white Iranians, and, unlike Han and 
Sung (960-1280), was not exclu- 
sively Chinese. A culture of universal ~ 
nature was instituted as exclusive 
and nationalistic Confucianism 
waned, and Ch’ang An, the largest 
city in the world at the time, became 
the centre of the cosmopolitan cul- 
ture. In these conditions, where 
patriotism gave way to fornication 
and nationalism to aesthetic and 
sensual pleasures, the pen and 
phallus flourished while the sword 
rusted. 

Ch’ang An became a centre for the 
production of sex potions, genital 
restoratives and aphrodisiacs, in the 
concoction of which many eunuchs 
were masters. The type of secret 
formulae produced is mirrored by the 
Hsien Tien Tan Chiion (“Hung 
Pills’) so popular in the last half of 
the Ming dynasty. The pills were 
made from the menstrual discharges 
of beautiful virgins in their early - 
‘teens. First gathered in gold and 
silver vessels, the menses were trans- 
ferred to a mortar and mixed with 
wu me/ shue/ (a compote of smoked 
half-ripe plums). Dried the mystic 
seven times, the restorative was then 
heated with powdered milk, cinna- 
bar, pine resin (imported), and 
powdered human excrement. The 
pills made from this nauseous mixture 
were capable, it was boasted by their 
devotees, of curing five kinds of 
fatigue, seven kinds of wound and 
general debility, to say nothing of 
impotence and frigidity. 


FALL OF THE CASTE 


Several eunuchs undertook experi- 
ments to try to regain sexual potency ; 
some famous eunuchs, like Lao 
Ts‘ai, the evil tax collector of Fukien 
Province, reportedly killed virgin boys . 
and ate their brains in a desperate 
attempt to reproduce their genitals. 
Several abortive attempts were 
made to control the backstairs power 
of the eunuchs, but few emperors 
had sufficient individual puissance 
to hold independent sway. Of the 
nine emperors who reigned during 
the last 100 years of T’ang, seven 
were put on their thrones by eunuchs 
and the remaining two murdered 
by them. The Ming, however, was 
the last Chinese dynasty in which 
eunuchs wielded power. The Empress 
Dowager Hsi was the last ruler in 
Chinese history to give full scope to 
their activities, and four years after 
her death (1908), when the Ch’ing 
dynasty collapsed following Sun 
Yat-sen’s republican revolution the 
eunuch system died along with the 
autocracy that had supported it.O-+qg — 


Geometric, 
according to Daniel 
W., means anything 

pertaining to the 
principles of 
geometry. In design, 
geometric refers to 
simple patterns, 
such as bands, 
zigzags and 
triangles. And in 
men’s suits and 
jackets, geometric 
means the neatest 
new look to come 
along in an entire 
age of houndsteeth, 
herringbones, 
pinstripes and 
plaids. The season’s 
new small patterns 
offer smart 
counterpoint to the 
bright, bold 
statements now 
being made in shirts 
and accessories, as 
shown here 
handsomely by 
television star Schell 
Rasten. Born in 


Stockholm, Sweden, 
30 years ago, Schell 
recently starred with 
Lana Turner and 
George Hamilton in 
the celebrated 
Harold Robbins’ 
television series, 
The Survivors, which 
didn’t. (He also 
appeared on Name 
of the Game and 
Marcus Welby, M.D.) 
On leave from 
Actor’s Studio in 
New York, he is 
currently in Rome 
making what’s 
called in the movie 
biz ‘‘a spaghetti 
western.”’ Title: Two 
Came Back. Schell 
is a bachelor. 

After eight years in 
the U.S., he says 
that American girls 
act differently 
abroad than they 

do at home. 

He didn’t 

elaborate. 


ABOVE: TELEVISION 
STAR SCHELL RASTEN 
WEARS AN ALL-COTTON 
SPORTS JACKET IN 
BOLD DESIGN BY 
COLLEGE HALL 
FASHIONS, A DIVISION 
OF NATIONAL APPAREL 
CORP., $65. NOTE DEEP 
FLAPS ON POCKETS AND EXTRA LARGE 
LAPEL. HIS SHIRT IS A PRINCE RINALDI, 
MADE IN ITALY FOR GATES, $18. 
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ABOVE: STRIPED 
EFFECT IS SEEN IN THIS 
Li Wy GEOMETRIC-STYLED 
NY If) WOOL AND POLYESTER 

VIN SUIT BY CLUBMAN, $95. 

Ly SUIT HAS FLAP 

POCKETS, STITCHED- 
ON BELT IN BI-SWING 
BACK AND DEEP 
CENTER VENT. PERMANENT NO-PRESS SHIRT 
IN SMART STRIPB AND HONEYCOMB DESIGN 
IS BY CREIGHTON, $11. 
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ALL-COTTON, 


LEFT 


WITH PATCH POCKETS 
AND DEEP CENTER 


VENT, IT’S BY STANLEY 
BLACKER, $75. WASH 
WEAR ‘‘REFORMER” 


HARDY AMIES, U.S.A., 
$185. SHIRT, IN FRENCH 


N 


COTTON, IS ALSO BY 
HARDY AMIES, $17.50. 


SHIRT IN AZTEC PRINT 


DESIGN |S BY 
* CREIGHTON, $13. 


BELTS BY PARIS. 
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MOVEMENT ARE 


FEATURED IN THIS ALL- 
POLYESTER SUIT BY 
CRICKETEER, $85. HIS 
SHAPED, DURABLE 
PRESS “SCOUNDREL” 
SHIRT IS BY SERO, $15. 


ray) 
=} 


POLYESTER AND WOOL 
IS BY PHOENIX 
CLOTHES, $100. TRIM 
AND TAPERED SHIRT 

OF POLYESTER AND 
COMBED COTTON IS BY 
LEONARDO: STRASSI, $11. 
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PHOTOS BY BRUCE WAYNE 


=] ABOVE: SCHELL WEARS 
‘1 “THE SHELTON,” 
DOUBLE-BREASTED 
SPORTS JACKET IN 
DACRON POLYESTER 
AND WOOL, BY 
MICHAELS STERN, 
ABOUT $85. HIS 
DURABLE PRESS SHIRT 
IN BOLD NAUTICAL PRINT IS BY SERO, $20. 


BY RON BUTLER 
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JACQUES’ JUICES 

Your hair is falling out, your scalp itches 
and you've got dandruff so bad that it 
even shows up on your tweed suit. So 
you go to one of those scalp treatment 
places that’s a clip joint and really get 
scalped. Weeks later you've _ still 
got dandruff, your scalp still itches and 
what's left of your hair is still falling out. 
Enter Monsieur Jacques who runs a posh 
hair salon for men on East 56th Street 
in midtown Manhattan. He has develop- 
ed asoon-to-be-nationally-licensed pro- 
cess of treating troubled hair with natural 
vegetable juices. In his salon he mixes 
up the vegetables, cabbage, carrots, 
asparagus or what have you, in a blender 
and combines them with shampoo. 
Skeptical? Read on. 

His full name is Jacques Siboni. He’s 
married, the father of three and he has a 
hero’s fighting record two wars long. He 
fought with the French Army in North 
Morocco during World War II and in 
1948 when Israel's struggle for freedom 
began he joined up to fight there too. He 
also studied and worked in the art of hair 
styling for more than 20 years and Has 
won international awards for his work. 

The first thing you learn when entering 
Monsieur Jacques establishment is 
that every head of hair, like every head of 
lettuce, is different. Monsieur Jacques 
begins by removing several strands of 
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GROOM AT THE TOP 


your hair and placing them into a micro- 
scope-scanning device that enlarges 
them on a lighted screen. He has a reas- 
suring French accent and an even more 
reassuring healthy head of hair. After 
studying the magnified image on the 
screen, he told me the roots of my hair 
were too deep into my scalp, depriving 
the hair of nutrition and causing it to 
have a tendency to break. The situa- 
tion could be considerably improved 
with a little carrot juice shampoo. He 
brought out the blender, the carrots, 
shampooed my hair and let the pink, 
foamy mixture set for five minutes or so 
before washing it all away. After that 
my hair was cut and styled, all of which 
is available for $1 2. 

Monsieur Jacques says he can tell by 
looking at anyone’s hair, what type vege- 
table juice is best for it. For hair with 
broken or split ends, green peas are rec- 
ommended. String beans improve mild 
cases of dandruff, while cabbage is 
required in more severe cases. For dry 
hair, eggs and celery ; and for greasy hair, 
carrots or asparagus. 

Monsieur Jacques is quick to point out 
that there is really nothing new about 
his treatments. For generations, French 
peasant women (he’s originally from 
Marseilles) have been using vegetable 
juices to keep their children’s hair 
healthy and shiny. But he warns that 
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because most men now work indoors 
and live in big cities where the air is 
polluted, more time should be spent on 
serious hair care. And as though to 
prove a point, his shop, along with its 
regular paraphernalia, also contains a 
wide variety of toupees and hairpieces. 


DARING DOILIES 

Rudi Gernreich, who pioneered the nude 
look in fashion, has been asked by a 
major textile company to design a line 
of home furnishings. But only the bare 
assentials. 


NAUGHTY NAUTICAL NICOTINE 

The Institute for New Motivations 
Stop-Smoking cruises to the Caribbean 
are proving a tremendous success. (But 
why shouldn't they, have you ever 
tried to smoke a wet cigarette ?) 

Joseph Blasko, the Institute’s 39- 
year-old founder and managing director 
expresses surprise that so many people 
require the single rooms, which are the 
most expensive. Two-to-a-room cabin 
passage for a 13-day cruise goes from 
$695 to $1689. But maybe with so 
many good-looking doctors aboard, 
some people just have single ideas, or 
maybe they like to smoke in bed. 

Blasko, a handsome Hungarian with 
an appealing accent, seems dedicated 
to stamping out cigarettes which Is 
understandable since he made his very 
first million with the invention of a 
portable oxygen kit. He’s also big in 
real estate. He left Europe 20 years ago, 
took a dish-washing job in Canada and 
hasn‘t had his hands in soapy water 
since. 

Blasko says that most of the stop- 
smoking program aboard ship takes 
place at the dining table, blended into 
the day's activities. ‘“We try to avoid the 
feeling that it's a floating clinic,” he 
says, “even on-board movies are 
checked in advance to avoid possible 
smoking scenes.” 


BOTTLES AND SCENTS 

Frequently, when it comes to new 
toiletry products for men, the packages 
are as unique as the fragrances inside. 
New from Faberge, for instance, is the 
“Foursome,” Brut, Aphrodisia, Faberge 
West andWoodhue,all packaged together 
in an unusual see-through Plexi-case, 
imprinted in gold. And from the MEM 
company comes Wind Drift, a new 
fragrance presented in a specially de- 
signed box that carries out the product's 
sea scent theme in white opaque bottles 
with real cork caps, cork design paper 
packaging and a 3-D label replica of 
the Pacific coast. 


Monsieur Jacques (top left): specialist in short 
back and cabbage juice. 

Faberge foursome (bottom left) in unusual Plexi- 
case packing. 

Wind Drift (left): sea scent theme with real cork 
caps. 


Chartham on Reuben 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 42 


an hour. 

In his desire to tell you everything 
Dr Reuben has introduced some way- 
out titbits of information which | be- 
lieve to be positively dangerous. In this 
category | class the description in the 
chapter on birth control of a method he 
says is practised by peasant women in 
Eastern Europe and parts of Asia: 
“After intercourse they immediately 
squat on the floor and insert an index 
finger into the vagina .. . The woman 
makes a rapid swirling motion with her 
finger and suddenly jerks it out of the 
vagina. The semen spins out in one 
gob, almost as if it had been extracted 
with a laboratory centrifuge...” 

Supposing a girl who has read this 
makes love one night without the bene- 
fit of a contraceptive. She remembers 
the passage, squats and swirls, and as 
she does so, her long pointed index 
fingernail—and most Western girls these 
days have long pointed fingernails— 
scores the membrane lining of the 
vagina. Under her fingernails are germs 
which enter the scratches and set up 
painful inflammation. In any case, as 
the doctor says—it is an unreliable 
method of birth control, so she may have 
hurt herself and still be pregnant: 

Then there is a quite incredible. state- 
ment on page 41 in which the doctor 
gives us men an infallible sign that 
one’s partner has come off. “Erection 
of the nipple always follows orgasm in 
the female . . . no nipple erection no 
orgasm’. But one knows from personal 
experience, supported by the authority 
of Masters & Johnson, that nipple 
erection is one of the first signs of 
female arousal, and that the nipples 
remain erect through the excitement, 
plateau and orgasmic phases of female 
response. How can nipple erection, 
therefore, be “an accurate mammary 
lie detector’ and guide to female 
orgasm? Certainly a woman cannot 
have orgasm without nipple erection, 
but she can. and does have nipple 
erection without orgasm. It is no guide 
at all, and we are tempted to ask: “What 
is the doctor really trying to do?” 


Despite his claim that here is every- 
thing you've always wanted to know 
about sex, Dr Reuben says nothing 
about the arousal gap between male 
and female which necessitates foreplay 
—perhaps this is because he repeats 
the old fallacy that the clitoris and penis 
come into contact when the penis is in 
the vagina, and that the thrusting of the 
penis stimulates the clitoris (page 58)s 
he dismisses in a couple of sentence; 
other positions for coupling and recom- 
mends only the supiné face-to-face 


position; he says nothing about stimu- 
lation techniques, except for the devel- 
opment of the vaginal sphincter muscle 
and the man’s levator ani muscles; he 
says nothing about the homosexual 
component in most of our natures; and, 
most glaring omission of all, nothing 
about bisexuality. All of these subjects 
are of foremost importance in under- 
standing sexual response. 

Now | come to one of the most 
distressing and dangerous features of 
the book—the chapter on Homosexu- 
ality. This is a statement suffused with 
error and excess. Tolerant though he 
is towards masturbation, deviations, 
fetishes and prostitutes, when it comes 
to homosexuality, both male and 
lesbian, Dr Reuben writes with what 
appears to be an antipathy; indeed, an 
outright hostility. 

One quotation will illustrate my point. 


Are all homosexual contacts as impersonal as 
that ? No. Most are much more impersonal. Ths 
majority of gay guys, when they cruise, dis- 
pense with the courtship. They don’t even have 
time for footsie or love notes on toilet paper. 
Homosexuality seems to have a compelling 
urgency about it. A homosexual walks into the 
men’s washroom and spots another homo- 
sexual. One drops to his knees, the other 
unzips his pants, and a few moments later, it’s 
all over. No names, no faces, no emotions. 
A masturbation machine might do it better 
(page 133). 

The doctor gives a totally false picture 
of average homosexual behaviour, and 
he seems to go out of his way to distort 
everything he can find to the detriment 
of the homosexual. Compare the follow- 
ing statements. 

Speaking of heterosexual sado-maso- 
chists on page 189 he asks, Arent these 
dangerous people? and replies: 


Hardly. They are like timid children playing 
games ... Generally they are harmless folks 
who have fun with each other. In spite of the 
whips, belts, ropes and leg-irons, it is rare for 
anyone to get hurt. 


Now listen to what he says about 
homosexual sado-masochists on page 
13s 


Those who combine homosexuality with 
sadistic and masochistic aberrations are among 
the cruellest people who walk this earth. In 
ancient times they found employment as pro- 
fessional torturers and executioners. More 
recently they filled the ranks of Hitler's 
Gestapo and SS. 


This is absolutely untrue. Homosexuals 
are,.if anything, more gentle people 
than heterosexuals. 

Again, compare what Dr Reuben says 
about heterosexual fellatio (page 52 
and 53) with homosexual fellatio (page 
132)" 


The most presumably undersexed man or 
woman will be brought to an explosive orgasm 
by using this technique, providing they are 
willing to do it. As a form of heterosexual 
activity incidental to penis-vagina intercourse, 
mouth-genital stimulation is not only perfectly 


all right to practise, but in many situations 
desirable. 
Now homosexual fellatio : 


The next most common variety of homosexual 
behaviour is oral intercourse. This is also 
known as fellatio, which means the same thing 
in another language. In this variation, one man 
sucks the penis of the other. Sometimes they 
reverse roles, sometimes not. Generally the 
circumstances are far from romantic. 


No suggestion that if fellatio is out of 
this world for the heterosexual! male, it 
must be equally satisfying for the 
homosexual male. 

Every observation relating to homo- 
sexuals of both sexes is barbed. But, 
worse than that, without producing any 
evidence to support his contentions Dr 
Reuben makes the wildest of statements. 
For example: ‘Random and reckless 
selection of partners is the trademark 
(of the homosexual). The fact that the 
stranger is likely to be a policeman... 
or syphilitic, never occurs to them. This 
is the core of homosexuality.”” (My 
italics). : 


“But all homosexuals aren't like that, are they? 
Unfortunately they are just like that. One of the 
main features of homosexuality is promiscuity. 
It stands to reason.” (page 142). 


| could go on pointing out the entirely 
false distinctions and the false in- 
formation about malé homosexuality 
with which Dr Reuben has laced his 
book, but | hope | have said enough to 
persuade readers that little of what 
the doctor has so airily written on the 
subject is to be trusted. The chapter on 
Male Homosexuality is a lamentable 
piece of wrong-headedness. 

Those of us who work from time 
to time with homosexuals—many con- 
sult me about their problems—have a 
right, in my view, to-believe that if the 
sexual emancipation of heterosexuals is 
the good thing It is made out to be and 
seen to be, then tolerance of homo- 
sexuality is an equally good thing. 

Dr Reuben’s book could set back all 
endeavours in this direction a decade, 
unless it is forcibly pointed out how 
indescribably wrong he is. | hope what 
| have written here will go a little way 
towards achieving this. 

Dr Reuben’s book. is said by the 
publishers in their blurb to the British 
edition to have ‘‘made publishing history 
... It sold over 400,000 copies in the 
trade edition within three months ‘of 
publication—an achievement  unsur- 
passed in publishing annals.” The book 
is now an international bestseller. Dr 
Reuben is to be congratulated on his 
success as an author, but-he cannot be 
congratulated on the effects of so much 
misinformation so widely disseminated. 
No doubt there are many things you 
always wanted to know about sex but 
were afraid to ask. It would be better’ 
if you never asked than took some 
of the answers from this book. Qt 


89 


SKEY 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 75 


Irish whiskey flowed to London in an 
increasing stream, and up to the begin- 
ning of the last century anyone in 
England who ordered whiskey meant 
Irish. Queen Elizabeth | used to keep a 
supply of Irish usquebaugh—pronounc- 
ed roughly uss-kay-baha, and derived 
from Gaelic meaning water of life. 

While several countries make a small 
amount of fine whiskey, a certain 
quantity of poor whiskey, and a lot of 
rather middling whiskey, the surprising 
truth is that Ireland makes nothing but 
fine. The Irish whiskey we drink is made 
by taking choice Irish grain and fer- 
menting it into very strong beer, about 
14 per cent proof, or about 9 per cent of 
alcohol. The beer is then distilled into 
whiskey much as, in grape-growing 
countries such as France and Spain, 
wine Is distilled into brandy. 

Up to half of the barley used in distil- 
ling Irish whiskey is malted; the other 
half is unmalted. (Barley for Scotch is all 
malted, and the grain is not home- 
grown.) Most of the Irish barley malt is 
dried over coal fires, not peat, and here 
arises one of the several major differ- 
ences from Scotch. The mixture of 
malted and unmalted barley and other 
grains is now blended in huge tuns and 
soaked in water—pure soft Irish water 
with a very low mineral content. This 
makes a kind of thin porridge and in the 
course of this “mashing,” as it is called, 
the starch content of the grain changes 
into sugars. The liquid drawn off is called 
worts and is then fermented for about 90 
hoursto make the strong beercalledwash. 


To charm and bewilder, as this we are quaffing, 

The magic began, when in autumn’s rich hour, 

As a harvest of gold inthe fields it stood laughing, 

There, having by nature’s enchantment been 
filled 

With the balm and the bloom of the kindliest 
weather, 

This wonderful juice from its core was distilled 

To enliven such hearts as are here Lrought 
together’ 


—Thomas Moore, 


Now begins the distillation, which 
takes about 13 hours per cycle—with 
time off in between for various tests and 
miscellaneous stirrings. The first time 
through, a full still load of 33,000 gallons 
reduces by two-thirds to about 11,000 
gallons. After the next distillation it 
comes out as 5,000 gallons. After the 
final distillation, some 3,000 gallons 
remain to put in the casks—less than 10 
per cent of the original wash. 

The result is a pure, clean spirit with 
great potential, but it isn’t yet ready for 
the discriminating palate. That glorious 
end is achieved only after long ageing in 
oak casks, the selection of which Is of 
crucial importance. Some are old sherry 
casks from Spain, others have held 
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bourbon and rum and some are new 
American oak. As the whiskey mellows 
and matures in the shelter of the wood, 
the casks impart desired character and 
color. Alas, as the years go by, the casks 
breathe and a great deal of valuable 
spirit evaporates—about one-third. But 
that’s the price to pay for the rich mel- 
lowing of flavor and development of a 
subtle and characteristic bouquet. 

At bottling time, the whiskey in the 
casks is blended to meet taste and 
quality standards. Every cask has a 
written ‘‘case history” and to the taster’s 
palate minute differences from one 
barrel to another are important to the 
final blending. Seven hundred casks are 
represented in every bottle of Irish. Each 
brand has its own formula: Tullamore 
Dew, Paddy, Powers or Jameson are 
family secrets that ensure uniformity 
from one bottle of the brand to another 
and from year to year. 

By these exacting methods only a bit 
more than 2,000,000 gallons of fine 
Irish whiskey came on to the world 
market in 1968. Not a great lot for the 
whole thirsty world. Fortunately a fair 
portion of it comes our way. 

Irish makes any drink better. The taste 
comes through beautifully with just a 
splash of water. You can pour it on the 
rocks, or into a highball glass with 
either water or soda. It’s great in an Old- 
Fashioned, equally so in a Whiskey 
Sour. You will have encountered it in 
Irish Coffee, and there’s nothing wrong 
with that either. 

You may hear about some drinks 
especially created for Irish whiskey. The 
names are lovely, and you might enjoy 
trying them if you're the venturesome 
kind. Here are two: 
IRISH HANDSHAKE 
2 parts Irish whiskey, 1 part green 
Curacao, 1 part fresh cream. Shake well 
with chipped ice and serve as a cock- 
tail. To tell the truth, we can't recall the 
last time we saw a green Curacao, but 
that's what the recipe says. If your 
neighborhood dealer doesn’t carry it, 
any other color Curacao will taste just as 
good, even if the color lacks the national 
panache. 


IRISH WHISKEY SOUR 


Shake with chipped ice the juice of a 
lemon, a teaspoonful of sugar and a little 
white of egg. Pour into glass, add 1 
ounce of Irish whiskey and a little soda. 

The Irish have a toast when they 
drink their whiskey. It’s written ““Slainte”’ 
and pronounced ‘“‘slawn-chuh.” It means 
something like “Good Health and Long 
Life to you.” After mixing any of the 
above, look your companion in the eye 
and say: 

“Slainte. 

Health and long life to you 

The wife of your choice to you 

Land free of rent to you 

From this day forth.” Og 
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Brut for Men. 
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Brut by Fabergé. 
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FIGHTING TALK 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 30 


for that kind of thing to happen, there has to be 
a sense of crisis at the top. For example at the 
beginning of World War II, an obvious crisis, a 
whole series of admirals had been coming up the 
ladder since WW |. A goodly percentage of 
those admirals were gone by mid-1942 be- 
cause they were incompetent. So you need a 
sense of crisis to get reform, and | don’t see 
the military today being cognizant that there is 
the crisis now which we here in this room seem 
to think that there is. The second caveat is that 
there is always the rationale that the situation 
is so bad that sometime the change is going to 
come and then |’m going to be in charge and 
I'm going to be able to do something about it. 
But that’s based on the assumption that the 
guy that recognizes the problem is going to be 
able to continue to retain the capabilities to 
recognize the necessity for change. | don't 
think this is true, because it’s a deadening 
system. You try and you try and you try, and 
your tries get less as you keep trying. 
Roland: All I’m saying is that there are some 
people who are going to last it out and so the 
potential for reform is self-contained. 
Penthouse: We've sketched a very bleak 
situation. Can the nation survive any real crisis ? 
We had the time from Pearl Harbor till mid-1942. 
Today, with the social problems, internal 
security, and external threats could our 
military survive ? 

Holmberg: | think we've got to be very careful 
here. | don’t think we should say “Can the 
military survive and can the nation survive 2” | 
think we've got to separate the two. If we don't 
bring about a realignment of priorities within 
the military establishment, | think it’s possible for 
the military to survive and the nation, as we 
know it, not to survive. 

King: This is a very real danger—it bothers me 
more than anything else. | think the military is 
going to survive—they're a very survivable 
outfit. What worries me is that if they 
continue to be as unresponsive as today, 
then the republic as we know it is not 
going to survive. The threat as | see it is the 
possibility that we will have to call on this force 
to try and restore so-called law and order. 
Given the bitterness and paranoia that permeate 
these forces, I’m not sure we can depend on 
them notto kill a lot of Americans unnecessarily 
and thus thrust us into a civil war. | don’t agree 
that the best-motivated are staying—l think the 
time-servers are staying, and these guys, I’m 
afraid, are the guys who are going to be 
Wearing stars and running the civil disturbance 
center over in the Pentagon basement. The 
thought of the fate of our society resting in 
their hands frightens me very much. 
Penthouse: There are 19 steps of succession 
to the Presidency. If they were all wiped out 
simultaneously—which is feasible from a tech- 
nical standpoint—the man who would be 
responsible for the US would be the senior 
US Army general left alive. 

King: This is just what I’m saying. 

Roland: My experience has been that the 
American military is hopelessly inefficient in 
most of what it is doing today, but when we 
talk about that kind of a crisis we presuppose 
that the generals are capable of such a coup. 
| suspect that they'd trip all over themselves 
climbing the White House steps. 

Penthouse: To sum up to this point, we've a 
consensus that there is substantial military 


disarray. But, how do we go about an improve- 
ment? What is required of the population at 
large, and of the Congress? Since a self- 
criticism does not seem feasible, how should 
we proceed from without ? 

Holmberg: The change has got to come from 
within the system. | don’t care what you do with 
the pay structure, | don’t care what you do with 
the all-volunteer Army notion, you're not going 
to attract the kind of talent that we need in the 
military. | don’t mean a permissive, flaky 
military, but rather a dynamic, hard-driving 
force that is in fact contributing to the security 
of the nation. 

Lochridge: From the top down, is that what 
you're saying? Like from the Joint Chiefs of 
Staff ? 

Holmberg. Well, if | had to put my marbles in 
one court, | think | would put them in the 
civilian structure of the military establishment. 
King: | think we've got to worry about whether 
something can be done to let officers who are 
capable of it start reforming the armed forces. 
What they must have is power and support. 
General Westmoreland’s not one of these 
people. Admiral Moorer is not one of these 
people, they're not going to change anything. 
What needs to be done is to get civilian leader- 
ship that can bring the generals and admirals 
into line and prevent more of the status-quo 
leaders from being given the top commands. 
The ones who can do this are the Armed 
Services Committees of the House and the 
Senate, and of course, the Congress and the 
President. So | think the change must come 
from tough new civilian leadership which will 
no longer, for example, let the Chief of Staff 
write his Own promotion list and then auto- 
matically promote all of his buddies to star rank. 
Instead it will, (as Cyrus Vance did in the Army 
back in ‘62 and ‘63), take the list and say: 
“I'll make it out Chief, you advise me.” This 
way, you get the kind of officer we need 
coming up to high rank. This way we won't have 
people responsible for the first defeat in our 
history leading a service and another under 
whose stewardship the Navy had the most 
disastrous two non-wartime years in its history 
elevated to the highest military positions in 
our country. We must not continue to reward 
mediocrity with promotion. There’s no problem 
of reforming the military. The problem is to get 
people at top who will let it be reformed. And 
that takes outside pressure, Congressional and 
Executive pressure. | think it can be obtained. 
Penthouse: We've touched on just a few 
problems, but unless they are acknowledged to 
exist and the nation uses the talents of good 
people without fear or favor, then it doesn't seem 
likely that we have much probability of success 
or survival as a nation. If each one of us were 
asked, ‘Would you, if you went back to the 
completion of your first tour as a junior officer 
and were confronted with the situation of today, 
would you stay?” | think you would not have 
stayed. This is a danger to our society. That's 
what | think we've said. 

Cooke; Let me add a footnote. It seems to me 
the tendency of the high-ranking military today 
is to find a scapegoat. It is either the leftist 
liberal press, the civilians, academia, the 
students or all of them put together. They are 
causing all the trouble. It is somebody else that 
has caused us (the military) to fail. All | would 
say is that there aren‘t any scapegoats. Most 
of the things happening to the military today 
are happening because the military has refused 
to address key problems within themselves 
and their system. 

Penthouse: Gentlemen, thank you. O+g 
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ROAID TEST 
WRINKLES 


Y’know, we motoring journalists are a pretty 
cynical bunch and the only thing that gets us 
through the day is being mostly enthusiasts as 
well. Witness the scenes around Penthouse 
when a glossy brochure detailing the Ammanita 
Six thumps through the letterbox. Ooh Ah Oh 
Wow Isn't it Dreamy? . . . while the motoring 
correspondent, pushing up his Charles Jarrott 
patent goggles, claps his hand against his 
forehead. He knows that the front suspension 
is left over from the compact that laid such an 
egg, the grille is Nash Metropolitan inside-out, 
the Italian body is a clever reworking of Terra- 
plane dies, the gearboxes are 1948 Hillman 
Minx rejects, and the engine is imported as 
ballast from Israel, having started life in Egyptian 
scout cars. All this ironmongery is embroidered 
with high-flown prose and glossy photos, the 
manufacturers apparently (and accurately) 
feeling that a liberal dosage of model girls in 
miniscule bikinis will gloss over the engineering 
defects as far as the public is concerned. 

When the m.c. finally gets to drive it, after the 
managing director and all his staff have shown 
it to: their respective mothers, he may find that 
it isn't such a bad affair after all. The scout car 
engine, now breathing well with two carb- 
urettors, pushes the comparatively light Am- 
manita along with great verve, and the com- 
pact’s suspension, freed of an even greater 
lump of iron directly over its spindles, does the 
job it is supposed to do. Undue stresses on the 
cut-glass gearbox have been avoided by an 
unseemly high top gear plus a flexible drive- 
shaft that winds up like a stick of barley sugar. 
With a few other crafty moves like Michelin X 
all around, a triple coating of underseal, and a 
radio loud enough to drown out assorted 
rumbles, the Ammanita is really quite fun even 
if it will never win Le Mans. 

_ Still you would be surprised to hear the 
controversies that arise over road test cars. 
Nobody seems to agree on whether the per- 
formance is adequate, if the noise level is too 
high, whether the body lean is excessive, if 
there is enough accommodation for anyone 
but dwarfs, and especially about the styling. 
This last item seems to polarize along national 
lines, with one segment thinking that German 
cars are all dumb, another is positive that 
French machinery (with the possible exception 
of Peugeot) is completely tasteless, and a third 
convinced that Italian vetture are either too 
boxy or too extreme; while a fourth class 
states the old saw, ‘Give an Englishman a 
sheet of metal and a hammer and he'll do some- 


thing silly with it.” There are feelings just as 
mixed about American cars, naturally enough, 
even if they are regarded in a slightly different 
light than European ware. There are really no 
sports cars (excepting the Corvette perhaps) so 
the categories are split neatly in two; loud ones 
for boulevard racing and soft ones for going to 
market. Theoretically, you pays your money 
and you takes your choice. 

To say the least, road tests can be misleading, 
both from the sly manner manufacturers have 
of presenting something just a little bit special 
and also the regrettable habit a few magazines 
have of proportionately rating their enthusiasm 
to the income from the advertising dept. Some 
English readers have long thought it strange, 
for example, that a road test of the Gumball 
Twelve will be accompanied by a full quota of 
ads for the Gumball Twelve; this could of 
course be regarded as a heaven-sent oppor- 
tunity to draw the reader's attention to the 
tested vehicle (in case he wants to buy one) 
but it is a little-known fact that certain papers 
have a thriving business selling reprints of the 
road test to the relevant factory for sales pur- 
poses. As the factory is not going to cough up if 
Vehicle Weekly says the Gumball is a dog, it 
follows that the printed word itself is not 


terribly reliable. Actually, it takes a deep know-_ 


ledge of phrasing to read between the lines for 
the horrid truth. Expressions like ‘sparkling per- 
formance”, ‘adequate brakes’, ‘early proto- 
type’, and even ‘‘the synchromesh was difficult 
to beat” are like red flags to the initiated. Their 
meanings, respectively, are: “cannot out- 
accelerate a London bus”, “‘brakeless outside of 
town”, ‘a heap of old rubbish with wires hang- 
ing down”, and “crash gearbox’. Naturally the 
tester isn’t going to talk about uncontrollable 
wheel tramp or the piratical dealer network as 
they are too hard to disguise. Also be on guard 
for tests of foreign cars. Some magazines are 
very chauvinistic, slaying the imported machine 
with innuendo on every little point. Others are 
so enthusiastic that the Polish Syrena comes 
out as arival for the Fiat Dino. 

Often the tester himself is ridden with unseen 
prejudices. He may be rally-orientated, viewing 
each offering as a class-winner in the Monte 
and disappointed if a stock Maverick, for 
example, doesn’t handle like a works Saab. 
Others are drag-happy and look down their 
noses at everything lacking at least 440 cubes 
plus a six-pack. Others have the pussywagon 
complex, discarding all automobiles that don’t 
make the girls rave. Reclining seats, a stereo, 
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Humanstein 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 36 


—what's his project ?” 

“But that/s his project,” | said. 

“WHAT?” thundered the general. 
“You mean he’s up there whittling on 
Government money ? FIRE the sonofa- 
bitch !”" 

“But sir!” | cried, “you still don’t 
understand—" 

“Don’t try and defend the gold- 
bricking Kraut bastard,” snarled Clay- 
pole. ‘Now get the hell out of here and 
fire him |” 

For a moment | toyed with the idea of 
forcing the truth on Claypole, but decid- 
ed against it. He wouldn't believe me 
anyway. He’d just think | was crazy. So 
all | said was “‘yessir’’, and left the office. 
Then | drew up a Termination of Subsidy 
Order on Humanstein and sent it through 
channels. It occurred to me that per- 
haps, after all, it was the best way out. 

You know how it is when you're 
witness to something really extraordin- 
ary. As time passes, the thing seems less 
real and more like a dream. So it was in 
this case, and two weeks after my visit to 
Happy Hollow Farm | was _ half-way 
convinced that I'd imagined the whole 
thing. 

Half-way convinced, that is, until the 


following Thursday when my secretary 


told me that a Professor Humanstein 
wanted me on the phone. With a per- 
ceptible feeling of angst | picked up the 
extension and said, ‘‘this is Lieutenant 
Ward speaking, professor—can | help 
you ?” 

“Oh, but you already have, my dear 
Lieutenant,” he said brightly, ‘far, far 
more than you can imagine! By termin- 
ating my Pentagon subsidy, you have 
released me from official obligations and 
made me a free man! | have called 
simply to tender my thanks.” 

“Well, I’m glad you've taken it like 
that,” | said. “No more Agnews, eh ?” 

“Exactly,” replied the professor. ‘‘No 
more Agnews! Apart from anything 
else, they were horrible to live with.” 

“| can appreciate that,” | said. “Uh... 
anyone else in the works 2” 

“Yes,” said Humanstein. “Raquel 
Welch. In a month's time,” he added 
huskily, “the prototype will be fully 
operational.” 

Humour, it's alleged, can be an 
effective antidote for madness and the 
professor, as usual, made me feel as if | 
were going insane. Accordingly | said, 
“better make sure that the Spiros don’t 
get off with the Raquels.”’ 

“There is absolutely no possibility of 
that,” said Humanstein stiffly, “as the 
Agnews are now gone.” 

“You've destroyed them?” 

There was a long silence. “Destroyed 
them 2” the professor finally cried, his 


voice suffused with outrage. ‘One can- 
not—one does not destroy the fruits of 
one’s own genius! | admit that my 
Agnews were technically imperfect, but 
what is so great about the original ? | let 
them go.” 

“Letthem go...let them go where ?” 

“How should | know ?” said Human- 
stein, “| just let them go. | gave them 
each a dollar and turned them loose.” 

“But that’s terrible, professor,” | said 
earnestly, ‘they're the splitting image of 
the real thing—they act like Agnew, 
they speak like Agnew and what's worse, 
each one thinks that he /s Agnew !”’ 

“Well,” the professor said, “the tax- 
payers have footed the bill for them, and, 
since the government has no use for my 
creations | have simply given them back 
to the people. Surely,” he added with a 
chuckle, “that is in keeping with your 
democratic system.” 

“Professor,” | said angrily, “in my 
opinion, you're an irresponsible, un- 
regenerate Nazi!” 

“Me?” said Humanstein innocently, 
“lwasamerecogin the machinery—I had 
no idea what was going on.” 

“That's what they all say now!” | 
snarled. 

“And it’s what you might be saying in 
the future,” the professor countered. 
“Auf Wiedersehen, sucker !”" 

And before | could defend my country 
and its hallowed institutions or anything, 
he'd hung up the phone. Og 


WAT KIND OFA WRIST WATC 
WOULE KRGKEY MOUGE WEAR 


Here is the genuine, original Spiro Agnew watch you've seen on television and in leading 
magazines and newspapers. What started out as a joke (‘What kind of wrist watch 
does Mickey Mouse wear? A Spiro Agnew watch."') has become a much sought-after 
collector's item. In addition to being a marvelous conversation opener, it is an excellent 
timepiece, manufactured by the finest craftsmen in Switzerland. This is the one Spiro watch 
that will in future be recognized and valued as the original ...the only one that is guaranteed 
for a full two years. Order now for yourself or as a gift. $1995 each plus shipping. 
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THIS IS 

THE ORIGINAL, 
BY 

DIRTY TIME 
COMPANY 


TO: SPIRO WATCH/34 READ AVE./CRESTWOOD, N.Y. 10707 


PLEASE RUSH____— SPIRO. AGNEW WATCHES @ $19.95 
PLUS $1.00 FOR SHIPPING AND HANDLING (TOTAL $20.95 
EACH). ENCLOSED IS MY CHECK OR MONEY ORDER. | UNDER- 
STAND DELIVERY WILL BE IN TWO TO FOUR WEEKS. 
SORRY, NO C.0.D.'S. 


NAME_ 


ADDRESS 


CITY 


COUNTERFEIT GUNS 
Authentic machined metal 
replicas of famous firearms 
disassemble like originals. 


Precision machined metal models look, feel, weigh— 
even disassemble like real guns—will fool experts. 
Perfectly legal—CANNOT be fired. Great for deco- 
rating den, office, rec. room. etc.—prized by col- 
lectors, military hobbyists, and craftsmen. Civil War, 
Western and frontier models as well as military and 
police replicas. 


Famous Gov't. .45 
~ Automatic, standard 
f American sidearm 

since the Mexican 


war. No. 300 $] 9 


German po8 world 
famous pistol de- 
signed by Georg Lu- 
ger. No 200, only 


Single Action .44 Fast Draw 
Frontier, fabled companion 
of Texas Rangers, etc. No. 


1OO, OMMY....c.cs.seeeer ease recess 
“19 


Civil War 1851 Colt #400.....$21 


CREPLICAMODELS, Inc. 
 Dept.PH-3, 610 Franklin St., Alexandria, Va. 22314 


I Please send me the following Replica guns: 
#300 


' MONEY BACK IF RETURNED IN 8 DAYS t 
! Sale prohibited in N.Y. City. 4 


LO 


YOURSELF UF 


TO POSTER SIZE 


Send any black and 
white or color photo, 
polaroid print, cartoon 
Or magazine photo. 
A great Gift idea... 

a splendid Gag. Ideal 
room decoration... 
Perfect for parties. 
B&W poster 

mailed in sturdy tube. 


2 FT. x 3FT. $4.50 


1% FT. x 2 FT. $3.50 
3 FT. x 4 FT. $7.50 


PHOTO POSTER FRAMES 
2x3 ft. Frame $3.50 
14x2 ft. Frame bey 00 
3x4 ft. Frame $5.50 
Add beauty and sparkle to any Blow-Up by 
setting it into our specially selected, handsome 
frame. 


PHOTO JIGSAW PUZZLE 


1x12 Ft. $4.50 


PHOTO DARTBOARD 


1 Ft. Diam. $4.50 


Send any black and white or color photo. 
Puzzle comes in 40 pieces and Dartboard is 
mounted on cork and comes with 3 darts. 


Your original returned undamaged. Add 50c for 
postage and handling for EACH item ordered. 
Send check, of M.0. (No C.0.D.) To: 


PHOTO POSTER INC. 


Dept. PH 271, 210 E. 23 ST., N.Y. 10010 


“If only | had this book 
when I was single!” 


Mike Jackson — Contained in this book are actual inter- 
views with 25 beautiful girls. They tell 
you—in their very own words — exactly 
what it takes to pick them up. 

It’s easy to handle girls once you’ve been 


introduced to them. But what if there’s 
no one around to introduce you? If the 


H i GIR RLS: } gir! of your dreams is a gorgeous stranger 
PICK ' U by Erie Weber you see walking down the street? 


HOW TO PICK UP GIRLS has ail the 
answers. Here are just a few of the sure- 
fire techniques you can learn and master: 


How to make shyness work for you 
How to be sexy 

Best places to meet girls 

50 great opening lines 

World’s greatest pickup technique 
Why women are dying to meet you 
How to get women to approach you 


HOW TO PICK UP GIRLS is not avail- 
able in bookstores. Send for your copy 
right away. Within days, you can actu- 
ally be picking up beautiful girls. 


The Northern Valley Co. 
Dept. J, PO Box 5237 
Grand Central Station 
New York, NY 10017 


Enclosed is $7.95. Rush me my copy of 
HOW TO PICK UP GIRLS right away. 


Name. 
Featuring interviews : 
with 25 beautiful girls! ae 


City. State Zip 


SUBSCRIPTION SERVICE 


QUESTION ABOUT YOUR SUBSCRIPTION? 
Please include a Penthouse label to ensure 
prompt service when you write us. 


Mail to: Penthouse Subscription Dept., Box 
410, Maspeth, N.Y, 11378. 


| | 
ATTACH | 
| MAGAZINE ADDRESS | 
LABEL HERE ! 
LES ea 7 os Seach doe te a 
Change of Address: 


If you are moving please let us know five 
weeks before changing your address. Attach 
label above and include new address below. 
If you have a question about your subscription 
attach this form to your letter. 


Name (please print) 
Address 
City State Zip Code 


To Subscribe: Mail this form with your pay- 
ment and check. Payment must be received 
before subscription can begin. 

1 New Subscription [] Renewal 


Subscription Rates: 


1 year, $8; 2 years, $16; 3 years, $24. (U.S. and 
Canada only; all other countries $15 per year.) 


DIRECTORS? 


If you are looking for that needed conver- 
sation piece for your pad, den, playroom 
or office, but you’re bored with the ordi- 
nary, uninteresting director chair consider 
this unusual Continental Director Chair. 

Here is achance to get in on the African 
trend in design with the lure and excite- 
ment of the Leopard, Zebra and Giraffe. 
Theslings are knitted, acrylic pile that look 
and feel like real fur. Manufactured with 
the highest standards of materials and 
design and easily assembled in minutes. 
Select your fur design...$27.50 plus ship- 
ping and handling costs. No C.O.D. please. 


TO: DIRECTOR CHAIRS ¢ 34 READ AVENUE, CRESTWOOD, N.Y. 10707 
Please ship DIRECTOR CHAIRS @ $27.95 (plus $2.00 each for shipping 
and handling) total $29.95 each. SELECT FUR DESIGN CHOICE (CHECK ONE) 

Please ship _________ __ DIRECTOR CHAIRS @ $27.95 (plus $2.00 each for ship- 

ping and handling) total $29.95 each. SELECT FUR DESIGN CHOICE (CHECK ONE) 

(1) BLACK GIRAFFE (1 BROWN GIRAFFE ( ZEBRA (] LEOPARD 
ENCLOSED FIND [] CHECK (1) MONEY ORDER « NO C.O.D. 


Name 


Address 


City. 
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MENS SANA IN CORPORE SANO 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 70 


Lindy’s breath was coming in gasps already. She noticed 
beautiful hole in his green leg warmers. 

“Yes! Yes!" she whispered fervently. 

“See you then. Gotta class.” 

“Class ?”” said Lindy stupidly. 

“Sure. SUS GUNIGy Thursday. Where we met, remember ?” 

SBUtewe 

He was already starting to move away down the corridor. 
Lindy stood stupefied then she pulled herself together and 
started after him. Her chains clanked loudly. She quietened 
them with one hand and caught his arm with the other. 
Around them pressed the lithe and noisy dancers. The Brute 
stopped dead. He took her hand off his arm as if it was a 
spider. 

“Look, man, what is this ?’” He was whispering in a furious 
undertone. “We made it, right? You weren't bad. Trying 
anyway ... But don’t you think for one moment that anything 
comes between me and my ballet. Just nothing, you get, 
just Nothing At All! Now, be a good chick and find someone 
else to practise on.” 

Lindy watched mesmerized as he left her and just before 
he turned the corner he flung back his superb head and called 
out with clarion annunciation: 

“| use a bar!” 

“Oh! Oh!” Lindy thought she would swoon. In antici- 
pation she put her hand dramatically to her head. But her 
body was too healthy. With sudden inappropriate regret she 
remembered refusing wine at lunch. A tangle of vile insults 
swept through her mind. 

“Brute,” she whispered under her.breath. 


Hugh was already in the bath when Lindy returned. He had 
a large whisky at his elbow and his eyes were closed. Lindy 
surveyed him through the open door without saying any- 
thing, and then went to the bedroom. She drew the curtains 
carefully and took off her clothes. She wandered into the 
sitting room and switched on the television—commercial 
channel. She turned down the sound and made herself a 
large vodka and tonic. Hugh and Lindy lay stiffly side by side 
on the fur rug before the silent television set. In their twin 
kimonos they were like a pair of outsize Japanese dolls. 

“| found the plastic bag with the washing,” said Hugh 
eventually. 

“Yes,” said Lindy. “Good game today ?” She lay on her 
back with her arms folded under her head. Hugh rolled on to 
his stomach. 

“Jeremy didn’t turn up,” he mumbled and plucked a chunk 
of fur out of the rug. 

“Didn't turn up 2” Lindy sat up. “What a coincidence! My 
class was cancelled today.” 

Hugh raised himself on his elbow: “It was ?” 

They looked at each other half disbelievingly. Hope seeped 
in at their eyes. 

“You hadn't arranged for Jeremy to come!” cried Lindy 
suddenly. 

“You didn’t mean to go to ballet!’’ shouted Hugh. 

“Oh Hugh !” 

“Oh Lindy!” 

They flung themselves into each other's arms and the two 
kimonos disappeared into one. 

“Exercize together,” whispered Hugh, lasciviously. 

“Think together,’ agreed Lindy, licking his eyelashes. 

Above their heads a lady with a tape-measure round her 
hips mouthed silently. On the floor two glasses of whisky 
were simultaneously kicked to the other end of the room. 
Luckily, they had already been emptied.Ot—g 


Experience 


Satin Sheets. 


_ 
skinwear 
Puccini Brief in geometric nylon-tricot 


prints with an Italian flair of design, 
bikini styling, all washable. In assorted 


NEW 
“SEND 256 | 
FOR OUR | 


Once your grateful body ies CO onew 
touches satin, you'll know | CATALOG. | 
who the Beautiful People 


are. Exquisite, washable 


Snakeskin Brief, same cut as Puccini 
brief, lightweight tricot, wash & wear, 
compact for travel, available in Cobra 
(tan/dark brown) or Phython 
(grey/bDik), S-M-L-XL. 
$3.58 (3 for $9.95) 


Pouch-Front Boxer cnder- 9% Gee 
Shorts, lo-rise puli-on —* 
Styling, nylon-tricot 

(designed for wearing 

Ah Men’s foam rubber 
athletic cup, $2.00). 

Bik, Wht. or nude. : 

SML XL $3.50 


acetate satin in all your col- 
ors: Gold, Black, Pink, Red, 
White, Orchid, Blue, Olive, 


Orange, Mint or Bronze. 


. SHEET SETS (2 straight sheets, 2 cases) 

= Double Set $17.50 Queen Set $20.49 

™ Twin Set 17.25 King Set 23.99 
3 letter monogram on cases—$1.50 


S $3.00 to king price. Send 
“. check or money order. 50% 


d 


‘deposit on C.0.D.’s. 


m= SCINTILLA,® INC. 


4802 N. Broadway N-3 
Chicago, Illinois 60640 
“All Things Exotic in Satin” 


The Now Shop 
Mi 


vd. 
Hollywood, Calif. 90069 
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HERE ARE FOUR GREAT PLACES 
“TO SAY *ILOVE YOU? 


See your travel agent or mail to Mr. Mike Leven 
Director of Resort Sales, Sonesta Hotels 
22 Central Park South, New York, N.Y. 10019 


We'll be saying “I do” on (date), 
Please send us all the details on your four great places to say 
"I love you.” 


NAME 
ADDRESS 
CITY 
STATE 


ae 
tw, 


fF Overseas charter mem 
for Penthouse reader 


‘NON AMIAMaee i 


Now refurbished for the first time since its 1969 opening, London’s fabulous Penthouse Club has 
a new casino with a full range of popular games including craps, an enlarged International Restau- 
rant, re-sited but still specializing in meals for the gourmet, and the colorful Speakeasy serving 
drinks, a new evening buffet (all you want for only 21s/$2.52) and a full English breakfast after 
1:00 a.m. The exciting new Penthouse Club in the heart of London's exclusive Mayfair district 
offers, for a limited period, Overseas Charter Membership at half the normal $50 rate. Just complete 
the application form below—as a Charter Member you will be entitled to renew your membership 
annually at this special discount. When in London look up the delightful Penthouse Pets, some from 
the pages of Penthouse itself. Enjoy an unforgettable visit to the Penthouse Club, with its unique 
blend of restaurants, bars and gaming. (Call 01-493 1977 for reservations.) 


[" To: The Selection Committee, The Penthouse Club, c/o Penthouse International Ltd., 1560 Broadway, N.Y., 
N.Y. 10036 


| | am over 21 years of age and wish to apply for Overseas Charter Membership of the Penthouse Club at one- I 
| half the normal fee of $50. As a Charter Member, | understand that all future renewals of my membership will | 
be at one-half the normal fee and that | will be entitled to full Charter privileges at all future Penthouse Clubs 
] planned to be opened. | 

MARRIED/SINGLE (delete as necessary): AGE: | 
| OCCUPATION: INCOME (dollars per annum, nearest 1,000): 
| DO YOU WISH TO APPLY FOR FREE CREDIT FACILITIES? yes/no ] 
Enclosed is my check/money order/cash for $25 ct 
| Note: The Penthouse Club undertakes to return in full the membership fees of anyone whose application is un- 1 
acceptable to the Committee. 
| YOUR SUBSCRIPTION IS VALID FOR ONE YEAR | 
| Please print all details ] 
i FULL NAME: I 
i ADDRESS: | 
L. SIGNED: 
a a a oo 
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WIRINIALES CONTINUED FROM PAGE 93 


and a metalescent paint job are musts for this 
lad. The most common fault, however, is 
simply not evaluating why and where the car 
was built. No use moaning about the spartan 
finish of a Citroen 2 CV if you realize that it is 
the French version of Farmer's Tumbril Type 
1970. Useless too to pontificate about the 2 
CV's springy suspension unless you have’spent 
some time pogoing along French back roads. 
English automobiles up to a few years ago all 
has rudimentary suspension because the roads 
were pool-table smooth, low back-axle ratios 
because of the widespread 30 mph limits, 
which were commonly driven in top, inadequate 
cooling as there were few long straights, and 
lousy heaters as it hardly ever gets really cold. 

Practically all German cars are stinported by 
independent rear suspension as German by- 
ways are really rough. And all Italian machinery 
has big brakes plus a lot of wheel movement 
because Poppa likes to take his family up the 
Alps. Italian cars are also among the world’s 
safest roadholdingwise as otherwise half of 
Italy would be dead. Detroit iron got the way it 
did as gas was cheap (nota dollar a gallon as in 
Italy), distances long, and the combination of 
straight county-line roads and a speed limit 
from early on meant that roadholding or brakes 
mattered comparatively little. 

If you live in North Dakota, you should be 
ignoring Lamborghini Miuras and contem- 
plating instead a nice Volvo or Saab, Stage 2 
mods if you like, with a heater that actually 
works. If you live in the wilds of Nevada like a 
correspondent of mine, you should put away 
thoughts of Lotus Elans or De Tomaso Man- 
gustas, choosing instead a nice DS 19 with 100 
mph gait and soft suspension. For New York 
City anything bigger than a VW is an embartrass- 
ment but a Land Rover might do; at least it 
won't shake itself to bits. In California the 
popular wear is a Dodge R/T or similar boule- 
vard racer, as the place is littered with stoplights 
to drag away from. If you wish to be taken for a 
doctor, a comfortable Mercedes 280 SE is 
called for, while if you are miles from anywhere 
ask around for the most honest dealer as regards 
after-sales service and buy whatever he sells. 
Itis always possible to make it handle later. 

Calling up the nearest motoring magazine is 
useless because each member of the staff, 
including the secretaries, will have something 
different. Me ? | have three old used cars. O--—gy 


Black, Deep Blue, Red, Gold 
or Brown. —— w/trim. 26-3 

Plus 50c shipping ea. ord 

Send 50c coins for COLO 
CATALOG of America’s smartest 
swimwear, leisure wear. 


PARR OF ARIZONA 


BOX 294 
PHOENIX, AZ. 85001 


Dept. 18 


‘The taste 
of luxury.” 


The world’s most expensive vodka is well worth it. 
This is the best vodka Russia has to offer. That's why it was 
selected for export. It is served proudly at Russian embassies 
all over the world and even on the new airflights from 
Moscow to New York. 
Stolichnaya is made from rich Russian grain, double distilled 
in the same centuries-old manner that has earned it fame. 
Try it neat, on the rocks or in a mixed drink and you'll know 
why Stolichnaya was chosen for export—the really 
Russian vodka produced and bottled in Russia and imported 
to the United States. 


The difference is genuine! 


Stolichnaya 


Really Russian Vodka 


Maryland 1005...first with — 
the Made-for-Menthol blend 


| 
ce 
|20_cloarerres | 


ASS SSS eo SSS 


100%, 


100% fresh- 
air-cured 
tobacco 


Fresher 
Menthol Flavor 


that’s what you get in 
MARYLAND 100’s. 
Until now, you’ve never tasted 
menthol the way it should taste 

in a cigarette, because you’ve 
always had to smoke it with some 
heat-treated tobacco. MARYLAND 
tobacco is 100% fresh-air-cured. 
We treat it to fresh air for up to 

8 long weeks—so it treats menthol 
better. Today, taste menthol for 

the first time the way it should 
taste...in all its freshness. 

Try MARYLAND 100’s— the first 
Made-for-Menthol blend, 


